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Tue public mind of England awakes periodically, and with a 
start, to a sense of the danger it incurs by the presence of a 
large criminal population in the very heart of the community, 
which is dealt with on no rational or consistent system, watched 
by no adequate police, and disposed of in no conclusive manner. 
We rave against the evil, we abuse our rulers, we insist upon a 
remedy being found, we listen eagerly to every quack and every 
philosopher, we discuss the subject passionately, illogically, and 
superficially ; and we end by adopting some fresh plan which 
touches only a small fragment of the mischief and darns only a 
small rent in the tattered garment, and which is usually some ill- 
digested and unworkable compromise between old habits and new 
fancies. We then grow sick of the subject, ashamed of our 
anic, and stupidly satisfied with our mild aperient and our emol- 
ient plaister,—and go quietly to sleep again for another term of 
five or seven years. Meanwhile, however, there are two classes 
of. men who never sleep: the criminals, who are always at work 
to invent new modes of preying on society and new dodges for 
evading justice ; and the officials, who are always, after the fashion 
of their kind, and by a sort of ineradicable instinct, wriggling 
back into the old channels, and falling away into their normal 
inertness. There was such an awakening as we have described 
in 1853; there was another in 1857; there is another now. Let 
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us see whether this last cannot be made to yield some better and 
more lasting fruit than its predecessors. 

That the evil is a very great one no one can doubt. It amounts 
to a positive insecurity of life and property which is disgraceful 
in the richest, most civilised, most complicated society on earth. 
At this moment, the number living by depredation and outrage, 
and known to belong to the del class, 1s estimated to reach in 
the United Kingdom to 130,000. In this year, 1863, a consider- 
able portion of the respectable inhabitants of London are reduced 
to carry concealed weapons for their own defence; and this from 
no groundless apprehensions, but because they may any day be 
called upon to use them, and often are. We annually commit to, 
and liberate from, our county jails in England and Wales, at least 
130,000 offenders, a very large proportion, if not the majority, of 
whom are habitual pilferers, burglars, or in other ways violators 
of the law, and recognised preyers upon the industrious and 
peaceful part of the community. Besides these, we turn loose 
every year, at the expiration of their sentence of penal servitude, 
or shortly before its expiration, 3000 convicts, nearly all of whom 
are professional, finished, hardened offenders, and all of whom, 
with scarcely any exceptions worth naming, have been confined 
for crimes in which ruffianism and dishonesty were combined. 
Of these 3000, at least 2500 on an average are liberated in this 
country, and almost invariably go back to their evil courses, 
more vicious, more skilful, more irreclaimable than ever. Many 
of them have been convicted several times, never dream of adopt- 
ing an honest mode of life, and could not do so if they wished. 
In a word, we have among us an army—very active, very well 
trained, tolerably organized, very resolute, and in part very 
desperate—of internecine enemies and spoliators, as numerous 
as the troops of most European kingdoms, and more numerous 
than the miiitary and police forces in our own country combined. 
This is the evil we have to deal with, It is an evil, in some 
degree and in some form, incidental to every large and populous 
community; but the form and degree depend entirely on our 
own management. We may reduce it to the minimum which 
human temptation to wrong and the imperfection of human 
net of repression must always leave,—a minimum which would 

e seldom heard of and little felt, and which should be always 
tending to decrease. Or we may suffer it, as we are in a fair 
way to do now, to augment and intensify year by year till it 
reaches the maximum compatible with a comfortable existence 
and a secure civilisation. Now what we affirm is, that, for the 
height to which it has reached at the present moment, we have 
only ourselves to thank. For a long time back, in spite of cease- 
less warning, and ignoring all the lessons of experience, physio- 
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logy, and common sense, we have done little to repress crime 
and much to encourage it. Our plans of dealing with it have 
been based upon no clear understanding and no settled prin- 
ciple; the changes we have introduced from time to time, ae 
been either inconsistent nibblings or mutually destructive fluc- 
tuations ; we have neither aimed at felling the tree, nor at cutting 
off the nourishment from its roots; we have simply pruned the 
branches, and contented ourselves with wondering that it should 
flourish still. We believe that all this is remediable still, though 
the mischief has assumed such vast dimensions ; but that what is 
imperatively needed before we can hope to remedy it is, that we 
should boldly face all patent facts; that we should courageously 
accept all undeniable conclusions from those facts ; that we should 
at once and for ever place sentiment under the control and 
supremacy of sense; that no inconvenience should drive us to do 
injustice to others; and that no expense should make us shrink 
from doing justice to ourselves. 

Criminals, the moment we look at them closely and analyti- 
cally, divide themselves into two distinct categories—the casual 
and the habitual. Many of the more trifling, and some of the 
most heinous offenders, belong to the former class. Temptation 
there will always be; and this will be liable to increase with the 
progress and complexity of civilisation, as long as some are poor 
and some are rich, and as long as the appliances of wealth are 
spread out in the sight of the struggling and needy. Defec- 
tive moral natures there will always be—natures weak to resist 
and prone to fall; but these, it is to be hoped, will diminish as 
comfort and instruction penetrate among the masses. Passions 
will always exist among all ranks, and passions will occasionally 
burst through the restraints of morality and law. Boys will 
thieve who are no worse than idle, neglected, and ill trained. 
Poor men, who are habitually respectable, will steal under cir- 
cumstances of sudden and desperate necessity. Clerks will oc- 
casionally forge or rob to avert exposure, to meet debt, or to 
purchase vicious pleasures. Any man, in any rank, of violent 
or malignant temper and ill-disciplined mind, may, in a moment 
of provocation or of fury, be guilty of manslaughter; or, if he be 
thoroughly bad and licentious, may outrage a defenceless woman, 
or murder one whom he hates, or whose possession he desires. 
Crimes and criminals of this sort, however, are not those that 
embarrass our police, and perplex our rulers and philosophers ; 
they do not constitute the social problem we have to solve. They 
are the casual outbreaks of human vice and passion, incidental 
to all stages and forms of civilisation, and incurable by any. But 
besides and independent of these cases, we have among us a 
large population, numbered by thousands and tens of thousands, 
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who live by outrage and depredation ; to whom crime is an em- 
ployment and profession; who are brought up to it; who have 
no other teaching, no other vocation, no other resource ; to whom 
the respectable and industrious portion of society is the oyster 
they have to open; who prey upon the community, and sometimes 
hate it also. They are simply the enemies of society; and the 
protection of society against them constitutes precisely the diffi- 
culty which at this moment our thinkers have to master, and the 
duty which our rulers have to discharge. 

Now we do not say that the obstacles and embarrassments with 
which the solution of the problem is surrounded are not actually 
great, because they are. But the — itself is neither diffi- 
cult nor obscure, as soon as we take pains to place before our- 
selves distinctly its precise nature and conditions. The thing to 
be done is simple enough; the impediments in the way of doing 
it are nearly all of our own creation, arising partly out of igno- 
rance or thoughtlessness, and partly out of wilfulness,—partly 
because we have not fully understood what we had to do, and 
partly because we have been unwilling to accept the conse- 
quences and incur the annoyance and expense of doing it. 
Divested of all complications, our task is defend ourselves against 
the criminal population, the professional criminals,—to guard 
society against their outrages and depredations in the most 
prompt, effectual, and enduring fashion we can devise. That is 
all: we have Nor to punish them ; and we shall only confuse our 
minds and perplex our action if we try to do so. It is the almost 
universal neglect of this vital distinction, more than any other 
error, which has led us into such grotesque and inconceivable 
blunders. Individuals may regard these offenders in any light 
which harmonizes with their several idiosyncracies. Some may 
look at them as objects of vengeance; some as objects of com- 
passion ; some as subjects of conversion; some as patients to be 
cured ; some as unfortunate lunatics to be carefully and comfort- 
ably confined: and there may be much truth in all these dif- 
ferent views, and they may be allowed to influence some of the 
details of the practical treatment of criminals in prison and on 
their discharge from prison. But the State, as we said, has only 
got to protect the community against them—to regard them as 
domestic foes, against whom self-defence is legitimate and neces- 
sary. The reason why it should not seek to punish them, in the 
strict and proper meaning of that word, is, that it has not the 
knowledge requisite for the just discharge of that function. It 
cannot possibly apportion the penalty it inflicts to the guilt of 
the offender, which apportionment constitutes the very essence of 
punishment. Neither the wisest judge, nor the most patient and 
enlightened jury, nor the most omniscient police officer, can do 
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more than form a plausible conjecture as to the moral criminality 
of any convict,—since this, it is obvious, must depend on the 
organization which he inherited, on the antecedents which have 
surrounded him from the cradle, on the degree of instruction he 
has received, on the special nature and adaptation of the tempta- 
tion, on a multitude of circumstances which we neither can 
know, nor could estimate if we did. The State, too, is just as 
incompetent to estimate the severity of the infliction as the guilt 
of the offence. How is the legislator who awards, or the judge 
who pronounces, to ascertain the weight and bearing of any 
given sentence upon any individual culprit? The same penalty 
which to one man would be almost too lenient for a theft, may, 
to a differently organized and differently trained offender, be too 
severe almost for a murder. The educated convict, whose un- 
governed passion led him to a heinous but a single crime, would 
be driven mad by the association and the entourage which the 
habitual and hardened ruffian would find congenial and even 
pleasant. Punishment which retributes, like vengeance which 
repays, can, by its very term, belong only to that higher Intelli- 
gence which can estimate aright both the debt to be repaid, and 
the intrinsic value of the coin in which repayment is awarded. 

The thing to be done, then, being ascertained, the next point 
for consideration is how to do it. Now, society may protect itself 
against habitual criminals in three ways, separately or in com- 
bination. It may deal with him so as to deter him, to reform 
him, or to get rid of him. It may so arrange and contrive its 
penalties as to frighten him from bad courses, or to incapacitate 
him from recurring to them, or to persuade him to amend them. 
And, putting out of view the very few whom it will or can hang, 
it has to effect these objects by such secondary punishments as 
lie within its reach, as the public purse will pay for, and public 
conscience and feeling will allow the State to inflict. 


I. Deterring Penalties.—There are several reasons which pre- 
vent us from being very sanguine as to the effect of any feasible 
punishments which can be inflicted in our jails in deterring the 
habitual criminal from relapsing into crime—reasons which sug- 
gest themselves at once to the mind, and the soundness of which 
all experience confirms. In the first place, such men are not 
to be deterred by chances, unless, perhaps, the chances are very 
much against them, and the stake very serious indeed. If de- 
tection followed invariably upon crime, and followed speedily, 
and involved a much-dreaded infliction when it did come, then 
crime would be minimized at once, and the professional rogue or 
villain would cease to exist. It is the certainty, the prompti- 
tude, and the realizability of punishment that deter from crime. 
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Now, as we well know, our punishments are very uncertain, 
very slow, and almost never visible. It is estimated that an 
average thief may count upon six years’ impunity. The chances 
against his being caught in each particular offence are very 
numerous. He seldom grows rich; he seldom escapes alto- 
gether; but he lives, sometimes luxuriously, for years, and he 
may always calculate on escaping this time and next time. He 
knows, moreover, that, even if he is detected and convicted, there 
is still another set of probabilities in his favour. He may have 
committed a number of very great crimes, and yet may be caught 
in a very small one; and then, unless previous convictions can 
be proved against him, he will be dealt with not as a regular, 
hardened, and heinous criminal, but merely as a casual and 
venial offender. Again, he may be captured and tried; but he 
has still other chances of safety, positive or comparative, in the 
lenience of the judge, in the folly or mercy of the jury, in the 
skill of his counsel, in the countless possibilities of legal irregu- 
larities or flaws in evidence. In fine, you cannot hold out in 
terrorem before the practised depredator or ruffian more than 
the contingency of a remote retribution. 

In the second place, to these men crime, we must remember, 
is a calling, a profession, which it is very difficult for them to 
change, and the incidental disadvantages and risks of which 
they have long been accustomed to consider. The jail, the con- 
vict ship, the treadmill, the quarry-gang, are among the unfa- 
vourable possibilities of their profession, which have been familiar 
to them from infancy; and which no more make them recoil 
from that profession, than the chance of death, or wounds, or a 
foreign prison, makes the soldier desert or shrink from his more 
honourable calling. They are things to be avoided with sedu- 
lous caution, but are neither dreadful enough, nor certain enough, 
nor near enough, nor realized enough, to prevent them from 
embracing that career, or pursuing it with activity and daring. 
It may be doubted, indeed, whether the probability of penal servi- 
tude or lengthened imprisonment, to the habitual thief, is as 
great as that of violent death or mutilation to the coal-miner, or 
of an early grave by a painfui malady to the Sheffield grinder ; 
yet we know that neither of these two latter prospects are suffi- 
cient to outweigh the attractions of large earnings and an early 
independence. Why, then, should we hope to alarm the male- 
factor by a slighter chance of a slighter suffering ? 

Something in the way of determent might, however, be effected 
by our secondary punishments, if only they were severe enough 
and visible enough. If they were seen and known, as hanging, 
public flogging, and working in chains were in former times, they 
might frighten away the young from the threshold of a profession 
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that included such inflictions even among its chances. Many, 
not yet trained, not yet hardened, not yet seeing all other means 
of living closed to them, would shrink from the possibility of 
being flogged or hanged, who think little of the probability of a 
clean cell, and a comfortable diet, and moderate exercise under 
the name of labour. Many villains, again, who bring up their 
children without remorse to one set of chances, would not be 
unfeeling or unaffectionate enough to expose them deliberately 
to the other. Finally, if penal servitude were really a wretched 
position ; if it involved inflictions that were really penal, and 
positively dreaded ; if it at all resembled, for example, the life 
of a galley-slave in France (which some have been known to 
commit suicide to escape from, or to avoid being re-consigned 
to); if, in a word, it was made so bad—as doubtless it might 
be—that no man who had once encountered it would wittingly 
or lightly risk it again, there can be little doubt that we should 
have far fewer re-committals than at present. The convict, 
when he came out of jail, instead of relapsing immediately into 
his old habits, as he now almost invariably does, would, while 
the recollection of his misery was fresh upon him, make fresh 
efforts to escape from his evil courses, and would at least second 
with earnestness the efforts that others made to put him in an 
honest way of life. Therefore, while we may not be too sanguine 
as to our power of frightening away hardened criminals from 
crime, we may be quite sure that we have been both foolish, and 
clumsy, and wrong, if even our severer sentences have no terrors 
for the evil-doer, but are accepted by him as coolly as the 
announcement that he had drawn a blank in a lottery would be 
by a gambler, or that he had to pay forfeit would be to a better 
and a blackleg. Now, it is notorious that a sentence of penal 
servitude (as carried out in England at least) has no terrors for 
the convict ; and a few explanations as to the meaning and prac- 
tical execution of that sentence will make us understand why 
this is so. 

The sentence is carried out according to Sir Joshua Jebb’s 
notions, and all his plans are based on, or pervaded by, the idea 
that convicts are to be persuaded and induced into good behaviour 
while in prison, and abandonment of vicious courses when they 
leave it, by rewards rather than by punishment. They are made 
comfortable if they conduct themselves with decency, and are 
made more and more comfortable, by a regulated scale of in- 
creased indulgences, as time goes on, unless they do something 
to forfeit this amended treatment. They are first confined from 
seven to nine months in a separate cell at Pentonville or Mill- 
bank,—a cell which, though certainly confined and deprived of 
every luxury, is as comfortable as cleanliness and good air can 
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make it ;—and we admit at once that it would not really be 
feasible to make it otherwise. Their confinement is nominally 
solitary: that is, they have no communication either with their 
fellow-prisoners or with the outside world; but they are visited 
daily, or almost daily, by the chaplain, the warder, the school- 
master, the instructing tradesman, and often by the governor. 
They attend prayers, and often attend school. They are saved 
from the tedium of idleness by having work provided for them. 
It is a period of seclusion, and as such, is often felt by them as 
very irksome ; but much of the painful monotony and solitude 
of it is broken by the various devices and visits we have named. 
Still, it is the only part of their sentence which approaches even 
to the character of a severe infliction, and it lasts only from about 
a tenth to a fifth of their total term. During this period they 
are fed upon wholesome, well-cooked, and varied food in great 
abundance—in an abundance and of a quality which no veteran 
soldier, no innocent pauper, no hard-working labourer can com- 
mand,—such as even themselves, in their periods of liberty and 
crime, do not habitually enjoy or expect. They have meat nearly 
every day; they have cocoa; they have excellent bread and 
vegetables. Now, when we bear in mind what sensualists nearly 
all criminals are,—how their god is their belly, and their body 
the only thing they care for,—we must feel at once that good 
lodging, good food, and plenty of sleep, constitute elements of 
their condition which must go far, both in their anticipation and 
their recollection, to counterbalance the few painful features in 
their jail life—or rather its only painful features, namely, loss of 
liberty, and enforced abstinence from women, spirits, and tobacco. 
It is said that the physical and nervous effect of separate confine- 
ment is so depressing to the system, that very nutritious food, in 
ample ge is found indispensable to counteract this influ- 
ence. e believe the allegation to be perfectly true : it is in 
full accordance with a well-known physiological law; though, 
considering ‘that the Irish convict dietary is considerably lower 
than the English, it may be questioned whether this consideration 
has not been carried somewhat too far. But the necessity for a 
generous diet does not at all affect the argument which we are 
now enforcing—viz., that the fact of such diet being one of the 
known and recognised concomitants of prison life, prevents that 
life from being looked upon with duend, or with any very vivid 
dislike, by the regular and professional offender. 
When the convict passes from the first to the second stage of 
— discipline, and begins to work in gangs at Portland, at 
ortsmouth, or at Dartmoor, the period of anything that can be 
called punishment (beyond the mere deprivation of freedom) is 
virtually over; unless, indeed, he should bring chastisement or 
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restriction on himself by gratuitous turbulence or disobedience. 
The hours of work are short; the work is discontinued in wet 
weather ; the amount of work done is trifling in the extreme— 
indeed, a mere gentle and intermittent exercise, by which no man 
could earn a decent subsistence. Mr Coode, engineer to the 
Admiralty, estimates the work performed by one free labourer 
at Portland as equal to that of two and a-half or three convicts. 
The food slowed during this stage is ample and progressively 
appetizing: meat is habitual, beer frequent, pudding and tea (if 
wished for) procurable by mere negative good behaviour; con- 
siderable gratuities are earned; and though tobacco is not formally 
permitted, yet it is in evidence that the convicts find little diffi- 
culty in procuring it from, or by the means of, the free workers 
employed in the skilled labour needed on the island. Intercourse 
and conversation is allowed between the convicts when at work 
and at exercise, and indeed could not well be prevented; and 
permission to see their friends—i.e., their old associates and 
accomplices—is one of the special rewards conceded (with increas- 
ing liberality as time goes on) to all convicts who are guilty of 
no prison offences,—i.e.. who have the ordinary discretion to be 
neither turbulent, fractious, nor disobedient. We need scarcely 
comment on the extreme want of judgment displayed (as it seems 
to us) in all these arrangements. We only wish here to point 
out, that, if we except the bare fact of detention, there is literally 
nothing in the whole discipline to which the convict is subject 
that deserves the name of punishment, or can be expected to exer- 
cise any deterrent influence whatever. He is better fed, better 
housed, better clothed than when at liberty; his health is more 
cared for; his physical comfort in most points more secured ; 
no work is exacted from him that bears a comparison in severity 
or amount with that which every honest peasant or artisan must 
undergo; he is only partially and for a time secluded from his 
habitual and mischievous society ; and he is subjected to no 
suffering, except for fresh offences while in jail. 

We need not be surprised, therefore, at the now proved and 
published consequences, as shown by ‘the Visiting Justices,’ in 
contradiction to Sir Joshua Jebb’s utterly untrustworthy statis- 
tics. Penal servitude, as actually carried out, contains nothing 
to deter convicts, and, as a fact, does not deter them. It appears 
nearly certain that one-half of those discharged, on ticket-of-leave 
or at the expiration of their sentences, from Government prisons, 
are re-convicted ; and it is shown that sixty-two per cent. of these 
recidwves (as the French term them) are sent back within a year 
after their liberation. 

Now we know all that may be said, and that is so confi- 
dently urged, to prove that mere imprisonment cannot be made 
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deterrent; that convict cells must be kept clean and well venti- 
lated, and that cleanliness and good air involve and imply a 
great amount of comfort; that men in confinement, and especi- 
ally in separate confinement, require much more nutritive food 
than men at large, and that both health and intellect break 
down if it be withheld; that the cooking in a vast establishment 
like Pentonville or Chatham, must of necessity be better than 
that of a labourer’s cottage, and that good cooking inevitably 
makes food appetizing; that it is next to impossible to exact 
severe labour from unwilling and unrewarded labourers, except 
by such perpetual corporal inflictions as public opinion will not 
tolerate; and that, in order to induce criminals to merely nega- 
tive good conduct (i.e., simple manageability) in prison, you must 
hold out to them the inducement of various small mitigations 
and indulgences. We admit that there is a large and undeni- 
able element of truth in all these representations. We regret 
deeply that the lash, as applied for the more heinous offences in 
the army and the navy, is not made a portion of the sentence of 
all offenders, whether old or young, who are convicted of crimes 
of violence or brutality, or exceptional atrocity of any kind. We 
are satisfied that the cat would do more to deter ruffians from 
their worst crimes than ten or twenty years of penal servitude ; 
that it could by no possibility do them any harm; that it would 
be peculiarly appropriate to their case; that if every garotter or 
violator were flogged (as desperately bad soldiers are flogged), 
those descriptions of crime would become rare in the extreme. 
But, apart from this suggestion, for the adoption of which pub- 
lic opinion may or may not be prepared, we have ample proof 
that penal servitude might be made far more painful, more 
dreaded, and more deterrent than it is under Sir Joshua Jebb, 
because it has been made more so in Ireland. The separate 
stage is made more severe by a much lower diet during the 
earlier portion (a diet from which meat is excluded), and the 
withholding of any occupation except the most tedious and dis- 
gusting. The food supplied throughout the whole period of the 
sentence is decidedly inferior to that in England; and the lodg- 
ing, in the intermediary prisons especially, involves little beyond 
shelter. The labour, too, is more arduous and better enforced ; 
but, as we shall see presently, this labour is not to be reckoned 
among the injlictions of the system. That labour might, however, 
be made to constitute a very significant and effective portion of 
a deterring punishment, the annals of ordinary prisons fully testify. 
Imprisonment with hard labour in a bridewell or penitentiary used 
to be regarded as one of the severest of secondary punishments, 
and was felt to be so by its victim ; for the labour was the tread- 
mill or the crank, and was exacted to the utmost limit that the 
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prisoner’s strength would bear. The reason for the partial or 
total abandonment of this system was, not that it was ineffective 
and contained no terrors for the evil-doer, but the very reverse. 
Novelists and philanthropists cried out against it as too terrible 
and too hard. Even now—we were assured the other day by a 
judge of great experience, and who has had much intercourse 
with convicts, not only from the bench, but in the cell—habitual 
criminals dread a sentence of two years’ imprisonment in most 
county jails more than one of five years’ penal servitude; partly 
because the latter involves variety and change, which the former 
does not; partly also because the work in the former case is 
more severe, distasteful, and monotonous than in the latter. 


II. It is not, however, in its deterring so much as in its re- 
forming operation, that the Irish system has proved so immea- 
surably superior to the English, and has shown how effective for 
its purpose penal servitude may be made in the hands of a judici- 
ous and conscientiously laborious officer like Sir Walter Crofton. 
We admit at once that the ultimate purpose and definite aim of 
prison discipline, or of any scheme of punishment, must not be 
to reform the criminal. His reformation may be an incidental 
and most felicitous consequence of the treatment he receives and 
the sentence he undergoes. It may be, also, and often is, and 
might be generally, the most efficacious mode by which society is 
protected against his future depredations and hostility. But it 
is not the end itself—only a means by which the end sought is 
to be obtained. That end, as we have already seen, is simply 
and solely the defence of the community against an internal foe. 
Our object is, having once got possession of a criminal, so to 
deal with him while in our hands, that, on his liberation, he 
shall be neither desirous, nor capable, nor under the necessity, of 
resuming his vicious and lawless courses. The object of the 
process, as pursued in Ireland, is to extinguish the criminal 
desire, to obliterate the criminal habit, and to remove the crimi- 
nal associations; to render an honest life attractive and possible 
to the expiree; to turn him forth with an appetite for labour, 
and with labour, and therefore maintenance, provided for him. 
The English system can scarcely be said to make any attempt 
at these objects, except by making labour too easy to be very 
distasteful, and by handing over to the liberated convict, as he 
leaves the prison door, a gratuity so considerable, that want at 
least need not drive him back at once to crime. No attempt is 
made, either by a sound general system or by careful action on 
individual character, to render steady labour attractive, to create 
habits of voluntary and real industry, or to teach and enforce 
work by which the prisoner who has undergone his sentence may 
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thenceforth earn an adequate subsistence. No attempt, or none 
worthy of the name, is made to start him, on his liberation, in 
an honest livelihood, or in regular employment. His railway fare 
is usually paid to the place from which he came, or to his native 
town, or he is sent. back to his friends—probably the very worst 
people to whom he could be sent. Often these friends, it is said, 
are waiting for him at the prison door. Finally—and this is the 
worst and wickedest feature of the whole—no attempt is made 
to prepare him for freedom, or to test his fitness for it, and the 
probability of his using it well. He is at once allowed to step 
from a condition of absolute control to one of absolute emanci- 
pation. For five years, or for ten, all his acts are ordered for 
him, and all his wants supplied to him; he has to eat, to wake, 
to sleep, to work, to go to school, at the word of command; he 
has no liberty of action, no self-responsibility whatever. At the 
expiration of this period, suddenly, without the slightest grada- 
tion, he is turned out into the world, his own master, with 
money in his pocket, with power to go anywhere or to do any- 
thing he likes, with all his appetites to regulate, all his passions 
to command, all his temptations to resist, with every inducement 
to self-indulgence before him, and with nothing behind him but 
a prison which contained no serious terrors, and implanted no 
virtuous resolutions. Is it too much to say that nothing has been 
done here to eradicate the vicious will or to impair the vicious 
habit? Could any plan be devised more calculated to ensure 
his return to crime and to punishment ? 

The system pursued in Ireland is the reverse of all this. 
Knowing that, as a rule, all convicts would have to be discharged 
at home, the directors set themselves diligently to work to devise 
some plan by which such discharge might be effected with toler- 
able safety to the community. It is in evidence that they had 
a particular bad lot of ruffians to act upon, and that for nine 
years none have gone to Western Australia; so they had few 
advantages to facilitate their operations. Their first step was to 
render the convicts assistants and accomplices, as it were, in the 
change of character and habits that it was sought to work upon 
them. In the first half of the stage of separate cellular confine- 
ment, the diet is very moderate, and no work except the most 
tedious is allowed. After four months of this treatment, the 
prisoners are found desirous of real occupation,—some trade or 
toil by which they can beguile their ennwi, and earn some marks 
which will be carried to their credit. They thus learn to associate 
the idea of work with pleasure. It is no longer penal—it is a 
means and a step towards their ultimate emancipation. It is then 
explained to them that everything in future depends upon them- 
selves—their advancement to progressive stages, the gradual re- 
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laxation of their bonds, and the curtailment of their period of 
detention—in a word, that both their comfort in prison, and 
their earlier liberation from it, will be determined by their con- 
duct; but that this conduct must be not merely marked, as on the 
English plan, by abstinence from turbulence and fractiousness, 
by mere negative good behaviour, but by absolute exertion, indus- 
try, and improvement. Each convict must attain a certain 
number of marks before he can be promoted from one class to 
another; and these marks are assigned (1) for regularity and 
orderly demeanour, (2) attention and diligence in school, (3) for 
industry at work. Any ill conduct forfeits marks, and relegates 
the offender into one of the inferior classes. The prisoners are 
very anxious about these marks, and very jealous of a forfeiture 
of them; and a hearty co-operation with the authorities is se- 
cured by the conviction which is speedily engrained in all their 
minds, that in everything they do, and learn, and forbear, they 
are in reality working for themselves. 

But perhaps the most peculiar and essential portion of the 
Trish system is to be found in the Intermediate Prisons. After 
the first stage, that of separate confinement, is passed, the convicts 
are set to work—if + soi at Spike Island; if artisans, at 
Philipstown. Here they work for the most part in association, 
but under strict vigilance, night and day. As their period for 
liberation approaches, they are (if their previous conduct have 
deserved it) removed to the intermediate prisons at Lusk or 
Smithfield. The account given of these establishments by the 
‘Four Visiting Justices,’ is interesting in the highest degree. 
At Lusk, which is merely a waste common, enclosed and brought 
into cultivation by convict labour, there are scarcely any of thie 
appliances of a prison. There are no walls; there are no soldiers; 
there are no policemen; there are warders, indeed, who super- 
intend and join in the work of the convicts, but would be quite 
inadequate either to restrain or resist them if inclined for mischief. 
The diet is only moderate, and the lodging the very reverse of 
luxurious. Escape would be easy, but escape is never attempted. 
Misconduct would be natural, but misconduct is very rare; and 
the punishment for it consists in being sent back to the ordinary 
prison. The work ailotted must be done, and the prescribed 
rules rigidly adhered to—that is all. Sixpence a-week is allowed 
to the men to spend as they please; and many of them spend it 
in bread. The explanation of this extraordinary good conduct 
in originally bad subjects is twofold: they know that escape 
would be followed by recapture, and a fresh sentence, or the 
addition of a considerable term to their old one; while there is 
no severity of treatment which should drive them to so foolish 
and losing a game. The men sent there, too, have earned the 
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privilege of this comparative freedom; they have struggled up 
through the preparatory stages, in any one of which failure or 
ill-desert, as shown by the marks, would have detained them; 
they have already proved their fitness for a larger degree of 
responsibility and self-management, by the way in which they 
have exerted and restrained themselves previously. They have, 
again, no motive to misconduct themselves, or to abuse their 
quasi-freedom, since the first step in that direction would make 
all the fetters of ordinary prison life close round them once more. 
In this manner they are prepared for freedom, and their state of 
—— tested. By their mode of acting when almost at 
iberty, we can judge how they will act when altogether liberated. 
They can go wrong if they please, just as they can after the 
expiration of their sentence: it is a proof of good sense and 
self-control if they do not; and this good sense and self-control 
will stand them in the same stead when they are suffered finally 
to mix with the community at large. 

At the intermediate prison of Smithfield, their reformation 
and desire to do well af honestly are still more curiously and 
courageously tested. Smithfield is in the heart of Dublin, and, 


‘ Being a prison, does not afford the same apparent liberty as Lusk. 
But the test of character supplied by the latter is made up, in the 
former, by its position in the midst of the temptations of a great city, 
from which the prisoners are not wholly secluded. The work at 
Smithfield being all of a kind that can be measured, the prisoner’s 
gratuity is made to depend on the work done by him, in such pro- 
portion as to be about 2s. 6d. a-week,—a little exceeding, or falling 
short of, that amount, according to his industry and skill. Of this he 
is allowed to retain in his own possession sixpence a-week, which he 
may save, or expend, as he pleases, in anything but spirituous liquors. 
This affords an opportunity for the exercising real self-denial of pre- 
sent gratification by saving for the future, or an indication of character 
by the mode in which he spends it, 

‘A still severer test is this:—A prisoner taken in roster from 
those whose terms of detention are drawing to a close, is placed on 
messengers’ duty daily; he is then permitted to make purchases of 
- articles of dress, diet, etc., for the other prisoners. It was considered 
advisable to prove whether or not the confidence of prisoners in each 
other was equal to that entertained by the authorities. As the 
prisoner has frequently fifteen or twenty shillings at his disposal, the 
test is considered valuable. The ordinary temptations of the world, 
in the shape of public-houses, etc., of course constantly present them- 
selves to the messengers ; and, strange to say, only one case has arisen 
of a man having been drinking. In this case, though his duty was 
accurately performed, the breach of rule was immediately punished, 
and the culprit forthwith removed to an ordinary prison. 

‘This was after twenty months’ trial. Two years later, the super- 
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intendent of Smithfield writes :—‘ With reference to the conduct of 
the prisoners both here and at Lusk, only eight breaches of discipline 
took place during the year, some of them being of a trifling nature ; 
yet, for example’s sake, those men were remanded to an ordinary 
prison to undergo a longer probation. The messengers continue to 
give the fullest satisfaction ; and in only one instance did any of them 
swerve from his duty, and that was by attempting to bring a pro- 
hibited article into the prison. It is, indeed, a wonderful thing to 
think of those prisoners walking daily through the public streets of 
Dublin, and never yielding to any temptation, never idling 0. out- 
staying their time, but delivering their messages with perfect correct- 
ness, and then returning to their prison with a punctuality which is 
most creditable to them, and truly surprising, when one thinks that 
these walks are the first they had taken with freedom—in fact, at liberty 
—for years. The prisoners continue to receive sixpence a-week out of 
their earnings, and I find they evince every desire to spend it to advan- 
tage; for instance, in the purchase of clothing which will be useful to 
them on their discharge. These purchases, as usual, continue to be 
made by the messenger on duty; and J have never seen an instance 
where such trust was betrayed, but, on the contrary, every one of them 
is anxious to assist to lay out to the best advantage; neither has there 
been any instance of a dispute between them on the subject.” 

‘It is hardly to be denied, that a character thus tested, and, stand- 
ing the test, thus strengthened, as it must be, by exercise, is as diffe- 
rent a thing from our English “ prison character,” as that of the soldier 
who has been under fire, from that of the raw recruit.’ 


It remains to be seen what is done with and for the Irish 
convict, who, after having passed through these reformatory 
testing stages on his way to freedom, is at length liberated 
on ticket-of-leave, or unconditionally on the expiration of his 
sentence. It is to be remembered that, by training in the pre- 
paratory stages, he has been taught to associate labour with 
progressive relaxation and with ultimate freedom, and therefore 
to seek it, and to like it; and, further, that the effect of this 
treatment on his character, in forming habits of steadiness and 
self-restraint, has been tested in the intermediate prison. He can, 
in consequence, be liberated with some degree of confidence, and 
can be recommended for employment hopefully and conscientiously. 
Employers of labour know that a ticket-of-leave from Lusk and 
Smithfield is in reality and honestly a certificate of character ; 
they know that it is not granted either carelessly or with levity, 
but that it truly means what it implies. Many are therefore 
willing to try the liberated convict on the recommendation of 
the directors, who take great pains to find him a good and willing 
master ; and as there has scarcely occurred an instance of these 
men behaving with either violence or dishonesty in their new 
places, those who have tried some are willing to take more, and 
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the public generally have acquired confidence in the class. The 
masters, in many cases, have assured the directors that the 
licensed men are, as a rule, better conducted and more reliable 
than the average of ordinary labourers. The employers are 
always made acquainted with the antecedents of those they 
receive ; but the secret is carefully kept from others. But a 
second and most efficacious precaution is adopted in Ireland: 
the ticket-of-leave man is required to report himself to the con- 
stabulary station of the district in which he is employed, or to 
which he may remove, on the first of every month ; failing which, 
or in case of any idleness or irregularity of life, his licence is at 
once revoked.’ At first the men do not like this restriction at 
all, and remonstrate against it earnestly; but it is found to operate 
most advantageously. It shows them that the eye of justice is still 
upon them ; it compels the continuance of caution and self-con- 
trol; and in no instance, we believe, has it been found to act as 
any impediment to them in finding honest occupation. Indeed, 
in several cases they admit that the constabulary have assisted 
them to find places. 

But this is not all. It is felt that a new scene and a new 
world must always offer to men of these unfortunate antecedents 
better prospects, and an easier course of fidelity and self-redemp- 
tion, than a country where they may be recognised, and where, 
at all events, they are liable to meet with old associates and old 
temptations. Emigration is therefore recommended to the ex- 

iree as urgently as possible, and facilitated, though not assisted. 
While still in the intermediate prisons, he is made acquainted, 
by means of lectures and books, with the advantages of the 
various colonies and foreign lands, with the wages of labour 
prevalent in each, and the sort of labour most in demand, as well 
as with the cost of a passage thither. He is thus made to feel 
that his chances elsewhere would be greater than at home, and, 
in a great number of cases, is thus induced to emigrate; but 
nothing whatever is done either to urge or to assist him to go, 
beyond placing him, if he desire it, in communication with the 
emigration-agent at Liverpool, and paying him the gratuity 
which he has earned,—a gratuity which, in the case of the Irish 
convict, is usually only one-half that given to the English one.” 
To our amazement, we find, from the Report on the Chatham 
Mutineers, that some of these convicts (and some of the worst 
among them) would have been entitled, on their liberation, to 
sums varying from L.27 to L.33 each. 


1 A portion of the gratuity to which he is entitied, moreover, is withheld, and 
is only ultimately granted to him on a certificate of his good conduct furnished 


by the police inspector. 
? We find that about 25 per cent. of the men discharged have emigrated, and, 


as far as they can be traced, are doing well. 
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We may now sum up, in a few words, the net results of the 
system pursued in England and in Ireland; and we shall do so 
mainly from the well-sifted facts and figures given by the ‘ Four 
Visiting Justices,’ whose account every one desirous of mastering 
the subject should read and digest. The results show two things 
very clearly and beyond dispute: jist, What may be done, and 
has been done, by a sound system ; and, secondly, How wilfully 
and obstinately we have, in England, persisted in not doing it. 
They fully bear out the assertion we made at the beginning of 
this paper—that our difficulties and our dangers are all of our 
own creation and our own perpetuation. ‘They are not inherent, 
but artificial, and laboriously and ingeniously superinduced. 

1. We have seen that, if facts were duly registered and statis- 
tics conscientiously and fully drawn up, at least 50 per cent. of 
the convicts discharged unconditionally or on license from 
English prisons, are sooner or later re-convicted, to say nothing 
of those who, though unconvicted, are believed to have returned 
to a life of crime; and that of this number, from 60 to 70 per 
cent. relapse within one year of their liberation. So often and 
so speedily do many of them relapse, that Baron Bramwell de- 
clared from the bench (and ascertained and published cases fully 
bear him out), that he has had instances of criminals brought 
before him with ‘ three sentences overlapping each other, —ie., 
who had been convicted, liberated on license, re-convicted and 
again liberated, and a third time re-convicted, before the period 
of their original sentence had expired. How any official, or any 
Home Secretary, under whose reign such a shameful proceeding 
occurred, or was possible, could retain his post, we are unable 
to conceive. 

In Ireland, out of 1800 men discharged on license, only 75, 
or four per cent., have been re-convicted ; and out of a total of 
4643 convicts discharged since the establishment of intermediate 
prisons, only 460, or ¢en per cent., have returned to jail, either 
by revoked licenses or re-convictions. 

2. In England, in 1854, there were in Government prisons 
(independent of considerable numbers at Bermuda and Gibraltar), 
7916 convicts in all. In 1861, there were about the same num- 
ber, 7794, although during this period there had been drafted 
off out of the country, 1566 to Bermuda, 1306 to Gibraltar, and 
3307 to Western Australia,—in all, 6179, all of whom may be 
considered as being, and ought to have been, permanently dis- 
posed of. That is to say, England, notwithstanding the aid 
afforded her by her colonial and military penal settlements and 
outlets, has not been able to reduce her convict population, but has 
her jails as full as ever. 
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In Ireland (independent of several hundreds in Bermuda and 
Gibraltar), in 1854, there were 4278 convicts on the hands of 
the Government. In 1861 (there being only 30 left at Bermuda 
and elsewhere) the number was reduced to 1492, or one-third,— 
though, in the interim, not a single one had been sent to Western 
Australia, and only 650 to Gibraltar and Bermuda. That is, 
without extraneous aid, the Irish convict population has been 
reduced by two-thirds, and several of the jails shut up. 

3. The preventive or deterring effects of the system pursued 
may be measured by the fact, that the yearly number who become 
convicts—i.e., who are sentenced to various terms of penal ser- 
vitude—fell off, in Ireland, from 710 in 1854, to 331 in 1860,— 
a decrease of 53 per cent. ; while in England, for the same period, 
the diminution was only from 2418 to 2219, or 8 per cent. The 
minor sentences passed at sessions and assizes since 1856 (at 
which time the Summary Jurisdiction Act introduced a change 
of system which renders it impossible to carry our comparison 
further back), have diminished, in'Ireland, from 3630 to 2675, 
or 26 per cent., and in England, from 12,234 to 9780, or 20 
per cent. 

4, The expense to the country fully confirms the above results. 
Not only do Irish convicts cost L.25 per head a-year, while the 
English cost L.32 (no deduction being made in either case for 
the fancied value of their labour) ; but while the Parliamentary 
vote for the Irish convict establishment at home is L.50,000 less 
than it was six years ago, that for the English establishment is 
L.77,000 more. 


Let us now, by the light of the facts we have detailed above, 
and a few others which we shall lay before our readers as we go 
along, lay down some of the principal conclusions as to the mode 
in which our criminals ought to be dealt with, which flow logi- 
cally from what has been proved, and as to the general sound- 
ness of which (apart from mere details of management) there can 
now, we apprehend, be little difference of opinion among those 
who have attended to the subject. 

The first clearly is, that prison life must be made more unplea- 
sant than it is to those who are sentenced to it. It is meant as 
a punishment, and must be made such in reality. It must be 
made such, that those who have once experienced it will shrink 
earnestly from undergoing it again. The convict jail must be 
looked upon as a place of terror, not as a refuge or a comfortable 
and fattening though restricted home. The diet must be reduced 
and altered. We are aware that it cannot be made bad. We 
are aware that it must not be made scanty. We know well that 
it would be practically impossible to reduce it to the ordinary 
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level of the honest labourer,—scarcely to that of the parish 
pauper. It has been — that, if permanently kept low, the 
prisoner loses not only health, but possibly reason and life. His 
brain, while in confinement, soon loses its physical activity, unless 
stimulated by good food. But the Irish experiment has clearly 
shown, that for a while—a couple of months at first, and occa- 
sionally afterwards—a low diet does no harm, yet is severely felt 
by men devoted to sensual gratifications. Moreover, it is found 
very serviceable, especially when combined with light labour, in 
taming the animal propensities, and rendering — both man- 
ageable and impressible. It should, therefore, be resorted to as fre- 
quently, and continued as long, as the medical officer pronounces 
can be done with safety ; and should be more freely used than at 
present as a punishment for prison offences. The labour, too, 
must be made more severe and real. A certain measurable 
amount should be exacted; failing which, scantier food, degra- 
dation to a lower class, such a forfeiture of marks as will entail 
a prolongation of imprisonment, and, if need be, the black hole, 
solitude, and the lash, should be resorted to. Severe labour might 
be exacted, if vigilance and physical force were adequate; and 
might be exacted easily, as in Ireland, if the co-operation of the 
convict were secured, as it is there, by making his comfort and 
his term of servitude notoriously and inexorably dependent, not 
on mere abstinence from disorder (according to our wretched 
system at Portland and Chatham), but on zealous and steady 
industry. The reasons which are urged in favour of a generous 
diet while in the separate cell, are not valid when the convict 
lives out of doors, and works and associates with others. There 
is no ground then for feeding him more highly than the free 
labourer. It would be found, moreover, that really hard work 
would be of inestimable value in preventing outbreaks and re- 
straining turbulence. The convicts are nearly all men in whom 
the animal predominates, and a great point is gained by using up, 
if not exhausting, day by day their physical energies. Any 
physiologist might have taught our authorities how necessary 
this is. Possibly the alarming mutiny at Chatham and at Perth, 
and the undesigned revelations of ‘ Female Life in Prison,’ may 
serve to teach itnow. Hitherto Sir Joshua Jebb’s plan has been 
to feed and train his men up to the highest point of animal 
vigour, to use that be per as little as possible, by assigning to 
them a degree of work which is exercise only, and not toil—in 
fact, to keep them perpetually on the verge of the explosive point 
in the animal thermometer. Practically there need be no diffi- 
culty in finding work. Prisons might be made nearly self-sup- 
porting; and since moveable prisons were invented, all the 
rougher Government work ought to be, and might be, done by 
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convicts. We know, too, that in many of the best managed 
county jails the work exacted is made really hard and penal, 
and is the part of their sentence which the criminals most 
dread. 

There has been some discussion lately on the propriety of re- 
viving the punishment of the lash, as administered to the worst 
class of naval and military offenders, in the case of convicts con- 
fined for crimes in which great brutality and ruffianism have been 
shown, as for outrages on women, and robbery with savage vio- 
lence on men. The matter is no doubt open to dispute. For 
ourselves, we cannot feel any hesitation in pronouncing in favour 
of corporal punishment, for three simple reasons: that it is the 
retribution specially appropriate for such offences ; that it is the 
infliction most intelligible to, and most dreaded by, ruffianly 
natures, and therefore peculiarly calculated to deter both those 
who have once undergone it and those younger offenders who 
only hear of it ; and that, if kept for the proper set of criminals, it 
can do no harm,—for it is simple nonsense to talk of its ‘ brutaliz- 
ing’ effects on villains whose lonlinad and remorseless brutality 
is proved by the very nature of their crime. How can a convict, 
who has been brute enough to violate or kick a woman, or to 
beat a prostrate man into insensibility, be made more of a brute 
by receiving fifty lashes? It is what a ruffian does, not what he 
endures, that brutalizes him.* 

Next to women, drink, and idleness, what the sensual natures 
of professional criminals most desire, is the society of their old 
associates and their fellow-criminals. What they most dread is 
pain, labour, and seclusion. It appears to us clear, that visits 
from guilty associates—indeed, from all so-called ‘friends’—ought 
to be sternly forbidden, unless in the most exceptional cases, and 
as arare and hard-earned indulgence. There should not be, as 
is the case in England, certain fixed days set apart, on which all 
convicts who have reached a certain stage of their confinement 
are privileged to ‘receive.’ As to association while at work with 
their fellow-convicts, we are aware how difficult, perhaps how 
impossible, it would be to prevent this ; but we are perfectly sure 
that, as a rule, the endeavour should be to seclude the prisoner 
as much as possible from all intercourse with those who have fol- 
lowed a similar course of crime with himself, and whose conver- 
sation can have no influence except to perfect him in villany, and 
to crush out any good seeds that solitude, the schoolmaster, and 
the chaplain, may have succeeded in sowing in his breast. 


‘Tt cannot fail to be remembered how frequent were attempts, real or pre- 
tended, on the life of the Queen, by men of vicious or ill-regulated tempers, till 
an Act was passed subjecting all future offenders to a flogging. Not a single 
offence of the sort has been Meard of since. 
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There can be no doubt as to the second principle,—viz., what 
ought to guide us in our treatment of confirmed and professional 
criminals,—though there may be very considerable doubt as to 
the extent to which, in the present unenlightened state of the 
public mind upon the subject, it will be possible to carry it out. 
Liberation, whether final or on license, should be made condi- 
tional on proved fitness for liberation, Common sense dictates 
that those only should be turned loose upon the community, who 
can be turned loose with safety to the community. Any other 
system at once negatives, stultifies, and foregoes that very object 
which we have seen to constitute the definite aim and the sole 
justification of all punishment, viz., social self-defence. The 
State is bound to protect society from the depredations of incor- 
rigible depredators—from the enmity of inveterate foes. When 
it has once got hold of a convict known to live by crime, proved 
by previous convictions and recorded character to belong to the 
class who habitually, professionally, for profit and as a craft, 
prey upon and outrage the peaceful and honest community, it is 
obviously guilty not only of a foolish solecism, but of a gross 
dereliction of duty, if it let him go till it is satisfied that in some 
way or other—either by terror, or reformation, or altered habits 
and circumstances—it has removed him from this class. The 
law does not condemn a dangerous lunatic to be confined for 
three years, or for five years, or for ten, but till he is cured. 
Why should we adopt any other principle in dealing with habi 
tual and regular criminals, who, as far as their relations to society 
are concerned, are precisely in the same category? Such is 
the plain principle we ought to follow; let us now see how far 
we can expect practically to be allowed to carry it out. 

And, first, as to ‘ticket-of-leave’ men. Notwithstanding the 
recent outcry against the system of licenses, by which a well- 
conducted convict is permitted to be discharged from jail before 
the full term of his sentence has expired, we maintain that the 
principle of the system is at once sound and indispensable. As 
regards Sir Joshua Jebb’s practice in distributing these licenses, 
and the Home Secretary’s conduct in endorsing them, the public 
indignation was perfectly just and well-merited. Nothing could 
well be conceived more flagrantly absurd or more deeply cul- 
pable. They have been habitually, and as an invariable rule, given 
to men as to whom not the slightest doubt existed, or was even 
pretended, in the minds of the authorities, that (miracle apart) 
they would go back to crime and dishonesty on the earliest 
occasion. ‘That is, the known enemies of society were syste- 
matically turned loose upon society, some months before there 
was any necessity of doing so. But, as regards the ticket-of- 
leave men, as distinguished from other discharged convicts who 
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had served their full time, the public alarm and outery was in- 
consequent and unwarranted. It is not only, nor specially, the 
convicts who are out on license, but nearly all the convicts who 
are out at all, that resort to crimes of violence, and constitute 
our recent accession of garotters and burglars. A _ ticket-of- 
leave man is only a rascal who is let loose in April instead of 
October,—or in 1861 instead of 1862. If the licensing system 
were abolished to-morrow, the same number of convicts would 
be let loose in the end in each year, and would be let loose just 
as vicious, just as hardened, just as uncured, and yet more vin- 
dictive. Allthat we should gain would be, that our houses would 
now be broken into, and ourselves garotted, by the villains who 
were incarcerated in 1856, instead of by the set who were incar- 
cerated in 1857. We have, therefore, no wish to abolish the 
license system. Indeed, we hold it to be all but indispensable, 
both as a means of securing the docility of the convict while in 
jail (a most difficult and important point), and as an instrument 
in that reformation to which (so long as we will neither hang 
him, nor flog him, nor imprison him for life) society must mainly 
trust for its future security. It has everywhere been found, that 
the prospect of being able to abridge his term of durance by 
abstinence from disorder or by active exertion, is, of all influences 
which can be brought to bear for good upon the convict’s mind, 
incomparably the strongest. How powerful an instrument it 
may become, has been shown in fechend. What, however, the 
public have a right to insist upon, and what the Government 
will be simply insane if they do not enact without waiting for 
coercion from without, is, that the English mode of administering 
the license system shall forthwith be assimilated to the Irish : 
that is, that positive and not mere negative good conduct shall 
be required; that no man shall be liberated one day before his 
full term shall have expired, who has only abstained from what 
is prohibited, and has not also done what is desired; who has 
not earned and worked out the curtailment of his sentence; who 
has not shown earnest and regular industry in the earlier stages, 
and who has not survived the test of steadiness and self-control 
to which he is submitted in the intermediate prisons ;—in a word, 
that no one shall be released on license till he has proved his 
fitness for such release, and has proved it not to the chaplain 
but to the warder and the overseer; not by words but by deeds; 
not by promises and prayers, which might be mere hypocrisy, 
nor by quiet and docility, which might be mere crafty sense, but 
by persistent and active exertions and forbearance—by real co- 
operation in his own amendment. ‘ Prison characters,’ as we all 
know now, are worth absolutely nothing. Every man with the 
least experience will assure us that the most incorrigible, habitual, 
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and desperate offenders are, as a rule, the best conducted men 
in prison: they are too shrewd and too well acquainted with the 
penal servitude system to be otherwise. In the case of the 
Chatham outbreak,—one of the most violent and formidable 
with which we have ever had to contend, which had to be put 
down by a large military force, and to be punished with frightful 
severity,—out of 857 convicts who were implicated, 713 were 
men whose ‘prison character’ was recorded as ‘exemplary,’ 
‘good,’ or ‘very good;’ the licenses of several of them were 
actually in the governor’s hands at the time of the mntiny, and 
others had already been recommended for discharge, and were 
entitled to large gratuities. 

But we would go further than this. However ill a man 
behaves in prison (short of actual fresh crime, which he has 
scarcely the means of committing), however indolent and recal- 
citrant he may be, however obvious, in fine, it may be to the 
authorities that he is a hardened and irreclaimable scoundrel, 
who is certain, and who may even avow it, to resort to robbery 
and outrage as soon as he is free—still, as the law now stands, when 
his sentence has run out, when he has served his five years or 
his seven, he must be set at liberty, and recommence his course 
of enmity to, and depredations upon, society. We therefore 
propose to meet this anomalous absurdity by one material change 
in penal sentences (in addition to other regulations, to be here- 
after adverted to). We would introduce labour sentences in 
place of fixed terms, in the case of all heinous crimes and all 
second convictions—wherever, in fact, we have reason to believe 
or know that we are dealing with habitual malefactors. There 
is not yet philosophy or comprehensiveness enough diffused among 
the British public to enable us to hope for an Act empowering 
the judges to sentence such men (as we should wish to do, 
and in consistency and prudence ought to do) to be ‘imprisoned 
and kept to hard labour till they are cured, —i.e., till they have 
satisfied the jail authorities that they are cured. But we may 
do the next best thing, which in its practical operation would 
probably be much the same: we may empower and direct the 
judges to sentence men, not to be in penal servitude so long, but 
to earn in penal servitude so much. In place, for —— of 
condemning a garotter, who has been once or twice ‘up’ before, 
to five years’ penal servitude, we would have him sentenced to 
earn (say) L.200, by way of repayment and atonement to the 
public which he has robbed, and which has had to pay for his 
incarceration ; and another L.50, to be paid to him (in certain 
instalments) after his release, by way of enabling him to start in 
an honest course of life, or to pay his passage-money to other 
shores. We would double or treble these sums for longer terms. 
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The rate of remuneration for labour, as well as the sort of labour 
allotted, to be, of course, at the discretion of the authorities— 
among which authorities, as discretion is implied and required, 
Sir Joshua Jebb must not be numbered. The result would be, 
that the convict—knowing that he could work himself out, and 
that he could get out in no other way; that the duration of his 
punishment, in fact, depended wholly on himself; that it would 
be long if he were idle and refractory, short (comparatively) if 
he were docile, strenuous, and steady,— would become as anxious 
to give good measure as the authorities now are to exact it from 
him; nay, far more anxious, and incomparably more successful. 
Prison discipline would at once become easy, punishments far 
fewer, exuberant diet less necessary, because the excitement and 
interest of labouring for self would supply its place ; and the con- 
vict establishments would become at once self-supporting, and 
nearly self-controlling. No one who has watched the Irish 
experiment, and no one who has studied the past history of 
the ‘convict question,’ will be disposed to entertain much doubt 
on this head. But this would be by no means the whole—nor 
the best. It is in the nature of things in the highest degree 
improbable, not to use a stronger word, that men who had been 
working for five or six years for themselves to escape from irksome 
confinement and privation, and to regain their cherished liberty 
and indulgences, should not, in the course of this process, have 
acquired a taste for labour, as they would assuredly have formed 
habits of labour. Every spadeful of earth moved, every stroke 
of the pick, every yard of cloth wove, every tale of bricks made, 
would be associated in their minds with pleasure, not with pain 
—with the desired aim to which every exertion was bringing 
them nearer, instead of with a forced infliction, which was imposed 
upon them by and for others. Labour would cease to be dis- 
tasteful, because it was a step towards freedom, and the only 
portal of escape open to them; and it is not unreasonable to 
expect that, in the majority of cases, industrious tastes and habits 
thus acquired would survive the compulsion (mainly moral, by 
the way) which gave them birth. And the lash and the black 
hole would seldom need to be resorted to, when every day of 
idleness and every act of insubordination entailed -its own sure 
penalty, as certainly as every special act of energy or steady toil 
brought the day of emancipation nearer. 

It is known to all who have investigated this subject with any- 
thing of a philosophic spirit, that besides the few regular criminals 
who can be deterred by the severity of the penalties awarded, 
and the comparatively many who can be reformed, in their habits 
at least, if not in their character, by a judicious system of prison 
discipline, there remains a considerable residue of evil-doers whom 
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no infliction can terrify, and whom no treatment can amend or 
humanize,—whose redemption from a career of crime and dis- 
honesty is practically and notoriously hopeless,—who, from defec- 
tive organization, or early mal-training, or the inveterate and 
engrained habits of a lifetime, may safely, and without any lack 
of charity, be pronounced incorrigible,—on whom all influences 
have been brought to bear in vain, and who return to jail again 
and again so certainly and so soon, that with them incarceration 
is the rule, and freedom the exception. What is to be done with 
these men? They are not always bad enough to be hanged; 
and virtually we have abandoned hanging for anything short of 
murder. Flogging, however cruel, would be thrown away upon 
them, for their nature is too inveterately criminal for any inflic- 
tion to operate effectually upon it. They are not men to trans- 
port, because their return to vicious courses would be just as 
absolutely certain in the colonies as at home; and they are too 
thoroughly bad decently to be made a present of to any country. 
Clearly they ought, without scruple, to be imprisoned for life 
after the second or third conviction. Virtually they are now 
imprisoned for life, with short intervals of liberation, which are 
invariably and actively employed in adding to their already heavy 
catalogue of crimes. But as there is an irrational objection in 
the public mind to shutting a man up avowedly for life, nearly 
as strong as that which prevails against cutting him off from life 
altogether, the same object might be attained by the infliction, 
in these cases, of very heavy labour sentences—by condemning 
them to earn such large sums, or so many marks, as would almost 
certainly never be reached by ruffians who are usually incurably 
idle as well as incorrigibly vicious. Most assuredly, the one 
thing which we ought not to do—the one thing which the State 
cannot do without making itself particeps criminis in all those 
men’s future offences—is to let them loose upon society on any 
terms, or after the lapse of any time. 


It now remains to be considered, what is to be done with 
the convict when the day of his discharge arrives, when the term 
of his sentence is expired, or his good conduct has entitled him 
to conditional liberation,—when he has either undergone his 
awarded time, or earned his allotted sum. This is the most 
critical period of all. As matters are at present conducted in 
England, all the facilities and most of the inducements lie in the 
way of a relapse into crime; most of the obstacles are in the 
path of virtue. It is in every way far easier for a liberated convict 
to resume his old course than to commence a new one; and we 
have taken considerable pains—partly from bad judgment, partly 
from carelessness, partly from helplessness—to make it easier 
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still. On the one hand, the labour market being usually rather 
overstocked than the reverse, it is particularly difficult for a man 
who has seldom or never sought eons employment before, to 
begin to find it now; few masters will take him without knowing 
something of his character and antecedents; and, as things are 
now arranged, a prison character and prison antecedents are (in 
England at least) the very worst a man can have. Unless he be 
a man of unusual determination and unusual energy and re- 
sources, it is scarcely possible for him, unaided, to establish him- 
self in any regular and paying industry; and when his prison 
gratuity is spent, he commonly finds himself with the only alter- 
natives of starvation, mendicancy, the parish workhouse, or a 
life of theft. Who can wonder if he falls back on that which is 
at once the easiest and the most familiar? On the other hand, 
he comes out of prison naturally with a strong appetite for the 
ease and luxuries from which he has been debarred so long; and 
sensual indulgences almost necessarily lead him into bad com- 
pany. Then he longs for companionship; and his old associates, 
even if they are not waiting to receive and re-capture him, are 
those whom he can most easily approach, and whom he best 
knows where to find. To them, therefore, he as a rule resorts, 
and in that case it is all over with his reformation. In plain 
truth, it is scarcely too much to say that the discharged convict 
must and will relapse, if left to himself and to his own resources, 
—unless, that is, we both assist him to go right, and watch 
against his going wrong. 

The first thing, therefore, which is most especially necessary, 
is that he should not be released from supervision. At present, 
as we have seen, the men who are discharged on license in 
Ireland are never lost sight of by the police; they have to report 
themselves at head-quarters frequently and periodically; the 
life they are leading is well known and closely watched ; and 
they must lead an industrious and reputable life, or go back to 

rison. We have described the admirable results of this system. 

n England, so far from being obliged to report themselves to 
the police, and being vigilantly though quietly looked after, the 
police have special orders to let them alone, to shut their eyes 
as far as they can to them; in fact, to treat them not only as 
men earnest in the pursuit of honesty, but strong and confirmed 
in its practice ; ned we have seen the result of this plan also. 
Sir Joshua Jebb defends this proceeding on the ground that, if 
they were kept under surveillance, they would never be able to 
get into work; that the fact of such surveillance would transpire, 
and betray their secret, and ensure their dismissal. The ticket-of- 
leave men have been said to complain bitterly that they are hunted 
by the police; and that, as soon as they had got employment, or 
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a good place, some officious peeler informed their master of their 
antecedents, and ensured their immediate dismissal. If this be 
true—and we have little doubt there is some truth in it—we can 
only say the police have been guilty of a great wrong, and must 
have had very inadequate or very injudicious instructions; for 
surely there is all the difference in the world between supervision 
and delation. In Ireland, as we have seen, the policeman is the 
friend of the really struggling and well-intentioned Licensee ; 
and the surveillance there exercised does not betray him to his 
fellow-workmen, and it is not needed to warn his master, who 
has already been informed of his antecedents. The duty of the 
police seems to us clear; and it might easily be made so intelli- 
gible by those who give them their instructions, that they scarcely 
could go wrong. They should have their eye upon every dis- 
charged convict: if he is in regular work, keeps good company, 
and abstains from suspicious haunts or proceedings, they should 
be absolutely silent and unrecognising. If, on the contrary, he 
consorts with thieves, or otherwise gives ground for believing 
that he is likely to relapse, and perhaps rob his employer, let the 
police warn him at once that * 00 are watching him, and that, 
unless he alter his course, they will have to inform his master 
or remand him to prison. If instructions to this effect are issued 
and enforced, the ticket-of-leave man who is really endeavouring 
to do well, and recover his position, will have no ground for 
complaint, and his employer no ground for remonstrance; for 
the police, as a rule, are judicious and forbearing as well as in- 
telligent. But, most assuredly, to relieve him at once from all 
surveillance, is to deprive him of the most effectual aid and 
motive to his new-born and halting virtue. 

So much for ticket-of-leave or conditionally-liberated convicts. 
But we propose to extend the principle of police supervision 
much further, so as to include all who have been more than once 
convicted of theft or other crime, or against whom, after one 
conviction, proof can be brought that they are addicted to dis- 
honest courses, and belong, in fact, to the class of habitual or 
professional malefactors. What we should propose with reference 
to such men is this: that, as a part of their sentence, they shall 
be awarded to remain for three years, or five, or ten, after their 
discharge, at the discretion of the judge, under the same conditions 
as the ticket-of-leave men are in Ireland—z.e., that, unless they 
emigrate, they shall be required to present themselves before the 
inspectors of police at stated periods, and to satisfy them that 
they are leading respectable a industrious lives ; failing which, 
their licenses shall be revoked, or rather their discharge shall be 
cancelled. The effect would be to place every known thief and 
every proved malefactor under the perpetual, or at least the pro- 
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longed, vigilance of the authorities ; and we should escape from 
the singular anomaly of our present system, under which many 
thousands (45,000, according to the last volume of ‘ Judicial 
Statistics’) of malefactors are at large, living by crime, ever on the 
watch to commit crime, and perfectly well known to the police 
as such, and yet who, under the present law, cannot be interfered 
with unless taken — delicto, and against whom the com- 
munity are not, and cannot be, protected.! There is no injustice, 
and there would be no hardship, in such an enactment as we 
suggest: there would be none even if we were to add to ita 
decree that these regular depredators should be compelled to 
procure recognisances for their good behaviour, as a condition of 
being suffered to remain at large, or to be discharged at all. The 
English law, and common charity as well as common sense, pre- 
sume every ordinary man to be innocent till he has been proved 
guilty, and regard every man as entitled to be at large till he has 
proveably forfeited this right; but the presumption of sense is, 
that every relapsed convict and every known thief is guilty un- 
less he can prove his innocence; and this ought to be the pre- 
sumption of the law likewise. A man who is known to be the 
enemy of society has forfeited his natural claim to be at large. 
In ordinary cases, the onus probandi is properly thrown upon the 
community which accuses: in the cases specified, the onus pro- 
bandi would be justly thrown upon the offender who protests his 
purity. A man who has been twice or thrice in prison, or who, 
after previous convictions, gets a sentence of penal servitude, has 
no prima facie claim whatever to be supposed to be leading an 
innocent or honest life, and it is simply impudence to advance 
any such claim. Society has a perfect right to say to him—and 
it 1s imbecile and suicidal if it does not say—‘ You have forfeited 
your privilege to rank among common citizens or honest men : 
you have twice at least sinned against society ; and society, after 
dealing with you, has forgiven you, and you have returned again 
to your malefactions: henceforth, for at least such or such a 
term of years, it cannot trust you, and its officers shall not lose 
sight of you. We will not, for your pleasure, have to do our 
work over and over again: for the period specified, therefore, 
your liberty is only provisional: you are at large, indeed, but you 
are not free, as uncontaminated men are free.’ We say toa 
man who has committed such and such a crime or felony, that, in 
addition to his other punishment, he shall be declared incapable 
of ever holding office, ete., ete. Why not, in the same fashion, 
say to a professional ruffian or thief that he shall be incapable 
of ever (or for long) recovering unfettered and unwatched 
liberty ? 


1 This is in addition to 39,000 more who are ‘ inspected.’ 
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If the simple regulations we have here urged were adopted,— 
all of which approve themselves to common sense, and most of 
which have been tested by actual experiment, at one time or 
another, and on a larger or smaller on gmap 4 magistrate and 
police inspector of experience will bear us out in confidently 
anticipating, not, indeed, the extinction of the class of professional 
malefactors and depredators, but such a large and rapid reduction 
of them as would make dealing with them a very easy matter. 
The schools of many of the most skilful and inveterate of them 
would be virtually closed by the perpetual incarceration of the 
schoolmaster; and a large proportion of the young pupils in 
villany might be dealt with and cured by the multiplication and 
improvement of juvenile reformatories. Numbers who are not 
yet irrecoverably hardened or committed to a life of crime would 
be cowed, and recoil where they found the probable penalties so 
much more real and so much more formidable than they expected. 
Numbers more, having earned their liberty by industry and self- 
control, would endeavour to preserve it by the same means, and 
the habits acquired in prison would stand them in good stead 
when they came out. Those with whom nothing could be done 
would come out no more. Those who did come out, would come 
out, as it were, with a halter round their neck—with a vigilant eye 
ever upon them—and would be obliged to be honest, as the sole 
condition of being free; while, having once been assisted in the 
first steps towards honest industry, it would be their own fault if 
they ever left it. The community could be efficiently protected, 
because fifty thousand rogues would be no longer able to congre- 
gate and plot in sacred security ; and crime, which we now only 
permit ourselves, in such rare cases as we can, to detect and 
ata we should then be able to watch while hatching, and to 
1inder from coming to the birth. The only further requisite— 
‘Discharged Prisoners’ Aid Societies’ on a large scale—we have 
left ourselves no room to dwell upon, yet it is about the most 
important of all. Much has been done in this direction, but 
much more is wanted. The greatest practical difficulty, no doubt, 
which our criminal reformers have to deal with has always been 
the nearly insuperable obstacles experienced by the discharged 
convict who sincerely wishes to do well, in obtaining employment 
for the first time. Unless we can help him to do this, all our 
other contrivances can seldom avail to save him from nearly un- 
avoidable relapse. 


At the risk, however, of wearying our readers, we must not 
conclude without a few words on the question so much in men’s 
mouths at present—the proposed revival of TRANSPORTATION. 


The suggestion is by no means creditable to the heads and hearts 
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either of the writers who have so recklessly urged it, or of the 
public, which at first seemed so well inclined to welcome it. The 
readiness with which it was made and received, was too indica- 
tive at once of indolent desire to evade the necessity of facing a 
difficult and painful problem, and of a selfish determination to 
regard only our own perplexities, and to trample withoyt consi- 
deration on all the claims of justice to others, and of plain and 
peremptory morals. 

For a long series of years after the first establishment of penal 
colonies, they were felt as a vast relief and resource by those who 
had to deal with the criminal classes of this country. They dis- 
posed easily, conveniently, and for ever, of large numbers whom 
we could neither hang, nor manage, nor reform. They answered 
also another purpose—that of preparing, at Government expense, 
for the settlement of free colonists, and of tempting sauihenk 
talists by the promise of cheap labour. We may concede at once 
that they greatly facilitated the colonization of Australia, and 
paved the way, in early days, for much of the progress and pros- 
perity which has been so remarkable. It may, however, be 
doubted whether their reflex action on the great problem we are 
considering has, on the whole, been beneficial. We could get 
rid of our convicts so readily, that we cared little how fast they 
multiplied. Had we had no penal settlements to send them to, we 
must long since have come face to face with the problem which 
is perplexing us now. Had our colonies continued as willing to 
receive our criminal population as they used to be, perhaps that 
problem would have been neglected still. 

A variety of circumstances, however, combined to close this 
outlet to us somewhat suddenly and for ever. The public mind 
at home was awakened by some startling revelations of the social 
and moral character of the community which we were founding 
at the other side of the globe, and a committee of the House of 
Commons reported strongly against the continuance of trans- 
= A rapid succession of Colonial Secretaries, each with 

is own special notions on the subject, introduced unmanageable 
confusion into the whole system. Lord John Russell, in 1840, 
decreed that no more should be sent to New South Wales; and 
Tasmania, in consequence, was inundated with them at the rate 
of 3500 a-year. Lord Stanley, in a fit of economy, ordered that 
no free settlers should obtain convict labour without paying a full 
ee for it. The poor Tasmanians, whose only inducement to 

ecome settlers was, that they had calculated upon it at half-price, 
were unable to endure this new arrangement, and threw back 
the convicts on the hands of Government. The Government 
had no means either of employing, or of guarding, or even of 
housing, such an accumulation of rascals; so Mr Gladstone 
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was obliged to suspend all transportation for a while. Lord 
Grey organized a better system, and tried to send a number of 
picked convicts to the Cape; but the Cape rose in rebellion at 
the idea. The Australian colonies about the same time, at last 
fully awoke to the mischiefs ensuing from the vast numbers of 
convicts and expirees who mingled with the now teeming free 
emigrants, refused to receive any more ; and the discovery of the 
gold-fields (which rendered Australia about the last place in the 
world to which criminals under punishment ought to be sent), 
added to all other considerations, finally decided the Home 
Government to give up transportation altogether as a punish- 
ment,—except as regarded the few who could be disposed of in 
Western Australia,—and to substitute penal servitude instead. 
Now, the reasons why transportation, once abandoned, cannot 
and ought not to be revived, lie in a very small compass, and 
may be stated plainly enough. Transportation may be looked at 
either as a resource or a punishment; i.e., it may be either an 
exile to a populous community which will absorb the criminal, 
or imprisonment in a foreign jail, which will confine him. Let 
us look at it in both lights. In the first place, it is no doubt 
most advantageous to have a large and well-peopled country in 
which liberated convicts can obtain employment on liberation, 
can recommence life under a new sky, away from old associates 
and old temptations, and with known antecedents not always 
hampering them in every effort to become honest and respect- 
able. The value of such a colony or nation could not be exag- 
gerated for the convicts after they had endured their punishment ; 
and whether they endured this at home or in the colony, was a 
question of detail which mattered very litttle. But the very pri- 
mary essential for such a community is that it should be popu- 
lous —capable of really absorbing and utilizing the rascality 
poured into it—so full of honest, industrious, flourishing inhabit- 
ants or settlers, that the convict element shall be little felt, shall 
be no more than a drop in the bucket, shall not perceptibly affect 
the social system or modify the moral tone of the mass. If it 
cannot do this; if the convict element either constitute the com- 
munity or preponderate in it, or form a very large portion of it, 
we at once come upon the difficulty which proved fatal to the 
system in New South Wales. Now, the only remaining colony 
which, in any approximate degree even, offers the above requisite 
is Western Australia. It is the only settlement which will 
receive our criminals. The old colonies, the populous colonies, 
will never suffer the landing of another ship-load; so it is idle 
for Home Secretaries to hanker after those lost lands of Goshen. 
How many convicts, then, can Western Australia really absorb ? 
Obviously not above 500; some say 1000, and these only for a 
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time.’ The colony is a small one, and by no means hitherto 
particularly prosperous. The present free (that is, untainted) 
population is only 11,000, of which 5400 are women. ‘The pre- 
sent convict population is 5800—including the ticket-of-leave 
and conditionally-pardoned men—and all these are males. That 
is to say, the criminal element already outnumbers the honest 
element; and if the colony is to retain its absorbing power—if 
it is not to become a mere community of liberated convicts—it 
is clear that transportation ought to be suspended for a series of 
years, and every encouragement given to emigration till the 
balance is restored. 

Practically, therefore, the demand for the revival of transporta- 
tion resolves itself into the demand for a new penal settlement— 
i.é., a prison or convict establishment in some distant quarter of the 
world—to which our ruffians can be at once removed, and where, 
after they have undergone their sentence, they can be made to re- 
main as colonists, cultivate the soil, become farmers or shepherds, 
and form the nucleus and originators of a future colony. This is 
avowedly the idea in the head of those who advocate this scheme 
for disposing of our criminals. Of course it is intended that the 
convicts shall remain there; otherwise the settlement would not 
permanently relieve England at all—it would be merely a larger 
Pentonville or Portland in another country, with no superiority 
whatever over those establishments at home, and with the addi- 
tional disadvantage of being vastly more expensive, less secure, 
and more mismanaged. Is it then possible, or would it be per- 
missible, to found a colony with ink materials in any corner of 
the globe, however desert and uninhabited it may now be? Let 
us test the idea by a few close questions. Is it designed that the 
liberated convicts shall live on as gardeners, or stock-keepers, or 
hunters, in single wretchedness, with no females among them, 
and to die out one by one when their time comes? This, of 
course, is not contemplated. We know too well what would 
result from such an arrangement, and what such a community 
would become. (We leave out of view the certainty that from 
such a life all the victims would sooner or later escape—by land, 
if Labrador were the locality ; by means of whalers or otherwise, 
if the Falkland Isles were selected.) Well, then, since a settle- 
ment cannot be founded without women, and no such foundation 
ought to be dreamed of for a moment, whence are the women to 
be provided who are to become the wives of the original popula- 
tion and the mothers of the future community? Are they to be 
native women—savages? But in none of the proposed quarters 
do aborigines exist in any numbers; and, if they did, are we pre- 


? The number we must dispose of yearly—the number liberated from our con- 
vict prisons—averages 2500. 
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pared to send the refuse of our jails, the lowest specimens of 
Anglo-Saxon ruffianism, to compete with the Esquimaux and 
the Patagonian for the possession of their few filthy females, and 
can we look with complacency upon a mixed breed thus originated? 
The mere statement of the scheme is its sufficing condemnation. 
Are we to send out female convicts as well as males, that the two 
sexes may pair when liberated? In the first place, this would 
only partially meet the case, since the men committed to our 
convict prisons outnumber the women in the proportion of five 
to one. In the second place, no one who has followed the history 
of the convict system in New South Wales and Van Diemen’s 
Land, where female convicts used to be sent, would ever be dis- 
posed to repeat the experiment. Mr Elliot, in his evidence before 
the Transportation Committee in 1861, was very distinct upon 
this point. No good and much evil resulted from the mingling 
of the depraved of both sexes; and the female convicts proved 
far the most unmanageable and incurable of the two. Are we 
to send out the wives and families of the convicts to them as soon 
as their period of penal detention has expired? In some cases 
where this has been done in the Australian colonies, the result 
has been very satisfactory. But this would be a very inadequate 
resource, since comparatively few of the convicts are married ; 
and of these many are such ruffians, that nothing could induce 
their ill-used wives voluntarily to rejoin them. Finally, are we 
to seek for free female emigrants, whom the bribe of an outfit 
and a free passage might induce to venture out, to become the 
companions of the congregated and _half-reclaimed ruffians with 
whom we have peopled our new colony? But what decent or 
pure woman would go? And are we prepared to ship off the 
unfortunates who crowd our streets, like the Athanasian creed 
with guicunque vult written on their foreheads,—and abate our 
other ‘ social evil,’ not by cure but by removal? Is it not 
obvious that in no way and by no means can we face this pro- 
blem? In a word, dare we attempt—dare we even propose—to 
found a community of which the parents and sources—the ‘ Pil- 
grim Fathers’ of the future race—shall be the ruftians and harlots 
whom we call into existence wholesale, but whom we dare not 
keep at home? Is it not clear to demonstration, that neither the 
old colonies, whom we have disgusted, nor any new one we 
could form, can be henceforth a resource for the disposal of our 
criminal population ? 





We hope we have now made it abundantly evident that there 
is a better way of dealing with and diminishing our criminal 
classes than the one we have so pertinaciously pursued in this 
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country, and that there could not well be a worse. As soon as 
the public, and through it the Government, is convinced of this, 
the only important obstacle towards the adoption of the sounder 
system we have sketched out lies in the expense which must at 
first attend it. Considerable outlay may have to be encountered 
at the beginning, in providing a greater number of reformatories 
for juvenile delinquents; in increasing the amount of cellular 
accommodation in ordinary prisons, so as to enable separation to 
be carried out more universally and for a longer time; in build- 
ing or procuring a sufficient number of convict jails for the 
reception of those criminals whom it is desirable to detain for long 
terms or for life; in selecting and maintaining a large number of 
intelligent officers and warders both to supervise the execution of 
the ‘labour sentences,’ and to individualize the management of 
the prisoners ; and, finally, in providing adequately both for the 
supervision and the assistance of the convicts when restored to 
freedom, so as to check those who might otherwise relapse into 
crime, and to aid those who are struggling back to an honest 
course. The expense, however, would only be temporary, and, 
when once the new system was at work, would lessen every year, 
as it has been found to do in Ireland. But the cost of the im- 
proved mode of treatment—whatever sum it may amount to— 
will not, we are sure, weigh one feather with any sensible or 
thoughtful man, when we reflect that no plan of keeping crimi- 
nals can be half so expensive as allowing them to keep themselves ; 
that they cost far more out of jail than in, feed themselves more 
luxuriously, help themselves more wastefully ; that the most 
effectual way of diminishing the cost of our criminal classes is to 
reduce their number; and that every thief or ruffian who remains 
at large is busily occupied in training and creating others. We 
have some means now of ascertaining the sums which the crime 
of the community exacts from its resources,—how much, in a 
word, it now costs us every year to watch, to punish, and to main- 
tain our rogues and depredators, whether incarcerated or at large. 
The materials for this estimate are furnished by the Parliamentary 
volume of ‘ Judicial Statistics’ for England and Wales for 1862, 
and the result is startling. The following are the items :— 


Police and constabulary salaries and expenses, . L.1,580,000 
Outlay in local prisons, . : , 430,000 


Vote for convict establishments at home and abroad, 465,000 
Outlay for reformatories, . ; ’ ‘ ; 50,000 
Proportion of judges’ salaries, and incidental ex- 

penses, ° ° ° ; ° ° ° 35,000 


Carry forward,  . 12,560,000 
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Brought forward, . . 1L.2,560,000 
Supposed real value of prisoners’ labour 
(a mere estimate), . , ° : 160,000 






L.2,400,000 

Maintenance of 90,800 registered thieves, re- 

ceivers, tramps, etc., known or confidently be- 

lieved to be living at large by crime and pilfering 

(at L.30 a-head, the prison cost, probably it is 
much more), say . . ° ‘ ° ° 2,700,000 
L.5,100,000 
This is a formidable amount enough, and there is too much 
reason to believe that it is below rather than above the truth. 
But these returns relate to England and Wales alone; that is, 
to scarcely more than two-thirds of the population of these islands. 
If the cost and quantity of crime in Ireland and Scotland were 
at all proportionate, we should have to swell the above figures to 
a very startling result. But, though we have no accessible infor- 
mation which would allow us to speak positively, or with much 
pretence to accuracy, a comparison of the criminal returns of the 
different parts of the United Kingdom warrants us in saying that 
such an assumption would be certainly excessive. If we add 
L.1,400,000 for Ireland and Scotland, we shall probably be near 
the mark; and the aggregate total would then show six MIL- 
LIONS AND A HALF sterling as the tax yearly levied by the crime 
of the country upon its industry and its wealth. ‘This is the 
pecuniary view of the problem we have to solve. 
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Tue history of books, like the history of individuals, seems often 
ruled by a sort of accident or caprice. A production which, in 
certain circumstances, would pass noiselessly into existence and 
remain unheeded, will, in others, create a universal stir, and give 
rise to extensive agitation and even permanent results. The 
quarter especially from which it Rol the place and position 
of the writer, appear at times to have the singular power of im- 
parting a measure of their own greatness or insignificance to the 
offspring of his brain ; and it is not so much what is said on the 
particular subject of discussion, as who it is that has said it, 
that awakens inquiry, and sets the springs of thought in motion. 
Were it simply matters of taste and fashion, or even the affairs 
of political life that are so affected, it were not much to be 
wondered at; for there, to a large extent, the conventional 
bears sway, and the will of individual minds virtually deter- 
mines what is to prevail. But it ought surely to be otherwise, 
when the disclosures and averments trench on the acknowledged 
principles of science or facts of history ; and still more, if possible, 
when they materially affect the statements of Holy Writ: for 
here the truth alone is of moment; it is not the person who 
speaks, but the way in which his words stand related to the verity 
of things, that should chiefly weigh with intelligent and thought- 
ful minds. 

In reality, however, other elements enter largely into people’s 
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consideration, and often exercise a predominating influence over 
their judgment. Of this we are furnished with a remarkable 
proof in the respective fortunes of the first two productions placed 
at the head of this article,—those, namely, of Dr Colenso and 
Dr Davidson. The writers were neither of them unknown to 
fame, before their common labours on the Pentateuch; although 
it must be admitted that the ex-professor of the Lancashire In- 
dependent College had acquired for himself a more conspicuous 
place in theological authorship than was known to belong to the 
Bishop of Natal. This relative superiority also is maintained, so 
far as regards theological learning and laborious inquiry, in that 
portion of Dr Davidson’s work which runs parallel with the 
Bishop’s; while it is certainly no way inferior in its tendency 
and purpose to disparage the authority of the books of Moses, 
and undermine their historical character. There is not a diffi- 
culty or an objection worth naming urged by the one, which had 
not been pressed about a twelvemonth earlier by the other; and 
in the volume of Dr Davidson there is both an array of learning 
and an industrious marshalling of arguments and authorities on 
the sceptical side, which far exceed anything to be found in the 
critical researches of Colenso. Yet Dr Davidson’s work pro- 
duced no sensation ; even yet it has attracted no general notice ; 
and nothing that we know of has transpired to show whether or 
how far it has had the effect of overthrowing the faith of any of 
its readers in the credibility of the books of Moses. Dr Colenso’s 
‘production, however, nothwithstanding its narrower range and 
scantier materials, was from the first descried as a portent ; its 
appearance was heralded by fearful notes of alarm ; and the 
moment it issued from the press, thousands of copies were eagerly 
bought up—such was the feverish anxiety among the religious 
public in England to know the nature and the grounds of the 
danger it betokened to our common faith. Since the moment 
of its publication also, not the periodicals merely which are 
devoted to strictly religious or theological interests, but the 
common press of the country, may be said to have been labour- 
ing with the subject; for it has unceasingly been presenting 
attacks or vindications of the views thus unexpectedly brought 
into vogue. 

The ecclesiastical eminence of the writer, and the relation 
in which he stands to the highest functionaries in the Church 
of ;England, no doubt constitute here the chief source of the 
profound and widely diffused concern that has been manifested. 
An ex-professor of an Independent College—known to have 
been removed from his chair some years ago, expressly on the 
ground of having embraced lax and dangerous opinions—may 
put forth what sentiments he pleases: a certain tendency to 
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extremes is only what may be expected of him ; and whatever of 
this description may proceed from his pen, directly affects him- 
self alone,—it compromises no ecclesiastical party, it imperils no 
time-honoured institution. But it is another thing when a 
bishop of the Church of England is found t6 have caught the 
infection, and, constrained by a moral necessity, comes forth 
to declare himself incapable any longer of believing in the his- 
torical verity of an important part of the sacred writings. For 
now the danger is perceived to be at once palpable and imminent ; 
it is ‘as when a standard-bearer fainteth, surrendering into the 
enemy’s hands the cause he had sworn to defend, and turning 
the advantages of his position into grounds of attack or aggrava- 
tions of peril. Could so many restraints on the side of a scrip- 
tural faith have been broken through, and an attitude so markedly 
antagonistic have been taken up, unless some fresh and startling 
discoveries had come to light on the field of Biblical interpreta- 
tion? So people are disposed to ask, when an ecclesiastical 
dignitary acts the part that has been acted by Dr Colenso ; and 
if one might distinguish between bishop and bishop, the surprise 
undoubtedly becomes greater, and the recoil of feeling more pro- 
found, when a missionary bishop—one who has left home and 
country on the high errand of bringing savage tribes and wretched 
idolators under the influence of divine truth—is the person who 
confesses himself convinced of the unhistorical character of the 
earlier accounts of Scripture, and ready to sacrifice position and 
calling rather than stand committed to an implicit faith in its 
testimony. What has told with such effect upon him, it is 
but reasonable to infer, may be working in the same direction 
upon others called to like sacred functions, and prompting them, 
if they would not belie their convictions, to swerve in like manner 
from the faith of God’s word. And where, then, is the matter 
toend? Can the Church retain within her bosom those who 
are shaking the foundations on which she stands? Or can she 
herself continue to rest on foundations which are meeting with 
such assailants ? 

Serious and thoughtful minds could scarcely fail to be agitated 
by considerations of this sort on the appearance of Dr Colenso’s 
work ; and yet, on perusing it, a feeling of respect and tender- 
ness for the man involuntarily springs up. While giving way 
to sceptical tendencies, he betrays no unbecoming levity of spirit, 
and abstains from all spiteful or contemptuous expressions towards 
those who are of simpler and more confiding faith than himself. 
His difficulties were not of his own seeking, nor can they be fairly 
imputed, in any considerable degree, to a paradoxical or trouble- 
some humour; they have rather come upon him from without, 
and have grown, in spite of apparently honest struggles to master 
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them, into convictions which he found himself incompetent to 
withstand. With perfect frankness he has recounted the efforts 
he made, and the helps he resorted to, for the purpose of obtaining 
relief from his perplexities ; and has also stated the grounds on 
which he refuses to accept their explanations. The results to 
which he was conducted, he anxiously foresaw, could not but 
awaken painful emotions in the minds of others, as they had at 
first done in his own; and he speaks with some feeling of the risk 
to personal comfort and position which he ran by giving them to 
the world, as well as of the general unsettling ‘of opinion, or 
possibly in some the total shipwreck of faith, of which they might 
prove the occasion. But with all these considerations pressing 
on his mind, he found no way of escape from the course he has 
actually taken: he could ‘no longer shut his eyes to the absolute, 
palpable self-contradictions of the narrative (in the Pentateuch) ; 
and apart altogether from any grounds of disbelief connected with 
the miracles or supernatural appearances s it records, ‘the convic- 
tion of the unhistorical character of the (so-called) Mosaic narra- 
tive seemed to be forced upon him by the consideration of the 
many absolute impossibilities involved in it’ (pp. 10, 11). What, 
then, it may be asked, is the precise attitude now held by Dr 
Colenso in respect to the Book which contains so much that he 
considers undeserving of credit? Has he formally cast off its 
authority in matters of religion, and made his retreat to a sort of 
Christian deism? Or does he still cling with reverential, though 
halting, belief to the sacred volume? We look in vain to the 
work before us for any satisfactory answer to such questions : the 
author seems yet uncertain how far his principles, when consist- 
ently applied, may carry him; and what he says in one place 
appears to run counter to what he confesses in another. Since 
‘the cord snapped in twain which bound him to the ordinary 
belief in the historical character of the Pentateuch’ (p. 10), it 
looks as if he did not know where to lay his head. Historically 
untrue as he esteems it, he would still not entirely quit his hold 
even of the Pentateuch—nay, he ‘fully believes it to impart to 
us revelations of the Divine will’ (p. 8)—though it is difficult to 
understand what these can be worth, or with what confidence 
they can be derived from a record which ever and anon shocks 
his belief by its incredible stories, or his moral sense by the im- 
proper actions it imputes to ‘the holy and blessed One.’ Indeed, 
the inevitable bearing of his conclusions on the subject he himself 
sums up by quoting, with emphasis, a passage from Butler, which, 
if it have any meaning in such a connection, must be understood 
to indicate a virtual renunciation of the Bible as an authoritative 
guide in spiritual matters—‘ general incredibility in the things 
related, or inconsistence in the general turn of the history, would 
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prove it to be of no authority” But such incredibility, such 
Inconsistence, are precisely what Dr Colenso thinks he has made 
good in regard to much that bears the character of history in the 
Bible. And it can, therefore, be deemed nothing more than the 
natural sequence of the conclusions he has reached, that he should 
speak of a ‘belief in God remaining as sure as ever, though the 
whole Bible were removed,’ and of its ‘ being perhaps God’s will 
in this our day to teach us, among other precious lessons, not to 
build our faith upon a book’ (p. 12). No one who is at all read 
in the history of opinions can fail to recognise in such language 
the acceptance, in its fundamental principle, of the deism of a 
former age. Tindal’s ‘Christianity as old as the Creation, and 
similar productions, which held the only real revelation to be the 
law of nature written in the hearts of mankind, and discarded all 
in the Bible that did not accord with this, find anew their echo 
here; but in the one equally with the other we are left all 
uncertain as to what there shall be of faith to build up, when 
once the Book is gone which is faith’s grand bulwark, and, in- 
deed, only sure warrant. 

If the discoveries which Dr Colenso makes of himself in respect 
to the change of sentiment he has undergone, tend to conciliate 
our regard toward him as a man, they certainly shed a somewhat 
disadvantageous light upon his position as a theologian. Every 
one expects that a bishop of the Anglican Church should possess 
at least respectable attainments in theological scholarship, and 
that in the course of his acedemical training, or subsequent 
application to study, he should have made himself’ tolerably 
acquainted with the more prominent features of divine revelation, 
and the questions of doubt or difficulty to which they have given 
rise. But the strange thing to theological readers in this volume 
is the apparent absence of all serious thought or attentive con- 
sideration on the part of Dr Colenso, up to a recent period, in 
connection with some of the most remarkable events and most 
distinguishing peculiarities of the Bible; so that when a Zulu 
savage starts certain objections against them, or indicates a doubt 
respecting their reality, he seems taken quite aback, and knows 
not where to turn for help to meet the emergency. We see in 
him the distressing spectacle of a man advanced to the dignity of 
a Christian bishop, and charged with the onerous task of planting 
the church in a foreign land, who yet flounders like a novice on 
points of theology, which, however encompassed with difficulty, 
ought to have been made the subjects of careful examination, and, 
to some extent, of settled belief, before he entered even on the 
commonest spheres of pastoral labour. How one so little pre- 
pared, by his own confession, for the more peculiar duties of an 
expounder of God’s revealed will, and the founder of a church 
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that was to be ‘the pillar and ground of the truth’ in a heathen 
land, should have been by others called to occupy, or should 
himself have undertaken, a position so weighty and responsible, 
may well excite surprise; and the results of such an appoint- 
ment in the present case, alike hurtful to himself and disappoint- 
ing to the friends of foreign missions, may surely be expected to 
tell with a salutary effect on future nominations. But as regards 
the theological points brought into consideration, it will hardly 
be supposed that either the Bishop of Natal or his Zulu doubter 
are precisely the parties in the present day whom it will be found 
most difficult to deal with. For considerably more than a gene- 
ration, the keen-eyed critics and sceptical thinkers of Germany 
have had their minds directed to the same field of inquiry; and 
have not only extracted from it a more extended list of passages, 
involving, as they think, questionable or incredible statements, 
but have also availed themselves of much more varied resources 
in endeavouring to establish their hostile positions. Hence, as 
already stated, there is nothing properly new in the mode of 
investigation pursued by Dr Colenso, or the results to which 
it has conducted him; and any one who would set himself to 
vindicate the historical accuracy and divine authority of the 
Pentateuch, as that requires now to be done, will need to bring 
under discussion a considerably wider range of topics than those 
examined by the Bishop of Natal, and prove himself also to be 
more at home in the specific acquirements and lines of investiga- 
tion appropriate to the subject. 

The work of Dr Davidson, as already indicated, is a much fuller 
repertory of objections to the Mosaic authorship and historical 
verity of the Pentateuch; and nearly all may be found there, 
gathered with laborious industry, and set forth with hearty good- 
will, by which the more extreme sections of German rationalism 
have endeavoured to shake the credit and depreciate the value of 
this fundamental portion of Scripture. It is entitled an ‘ Introduc- 
tion;’ but what it chiefly introduces us to, so far as the Pentateuch 
is concerned, is the infinite number of things which, according to 
Dr Davidson’s authorities, prove the writings composing it, with 
a few exceptions, to be the supposititious productions of a com- 
paratively late age, and in the accounts they profess to give of 
historical transactions predominantly mythical or legendary. The 
veritable facts are only like a few grains of sand enveloped in 
mountains of fable. And in setting forth this, Dr Davidson 
presents himself to our view, not, like Dr Colenso, as an anxious 
inquirer struggling with difficulties, and feeling his way to what 
seem the proper conclusions, but as a thoroughly enlightened and 
competent guide, who has got beyond all doubt, and reads forth, 
as from the chair of authority, what has been concluded by the 
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men of mark, and what none but the ignorant or the bigoted can 
presume to dispute. In these respects his work not only stands 
in sharp contrast to the comparatively unpretending production 
of the Bishop, but is itself, considering the peculiar ground it tra- 
verses, and the many vexed questions it handles, the most assured 
and petulant contribution to English theology that for a consider- 
able time has fallen into our hands. Even if we could, to some 
extent, have sympathized with the author in his views, we should 
still have condemned the manner in which he has propounded 
them, and the treatment he has given to his opponents, as highly 
unbecoming. We notice it the rather, as it seems to indicate a 
deliberate attempt on the part of Dr Davidson to import into our 
theological literature the arrogant and supercilious dogmatism of 
his two greatest German authorities—Ewald and Hupfeld—who 
denounce all as sciolists in learning or babes in discernment 
who refuse to concur with them in their destructive and arbitrary 
criticism, and even assail one another with a kind of senseless 
fury, because on certain points neither will own the supremacy 
of his rival. 

Mr Macdonald, the author of one of the works named in our 
list (‘Introduction to the Pentateuch’)—a work creditable alike 
to the learning and the judgment of the writer—seems to be the 
special object of Dr Davidson’s hostility; and not unfrequently 
unhandsome imputations constitute the chief reply he condescends 
to give to the statements advanced by Macdonald. Thus at p. 9, 
with reference to the latter’s explanation of such expressions 
used concerning Moses as at Ex. xi. 3 and Num. xii. 7, that 
‘they occupy a necessary place in the history, being, in every 
instance, called forth by the occasion, and that the object of their 
insertion was by no means to magnify Moses,’ the tart rejoinder 
is, ‘Rather do the words and their context disown the determina- 
tion of such apologists to shut their eyes against all evidence 
contrary to their prepossessions.’ At p. 113, the same author is 
sarcastically styled ‘a pretentious writer, and an observation of 
his treated simply with contempt. But others, and among these 
some of the most distinguished names of Germany, share the 
same fate. The explanations of Kurtz, on a certain point, are 
declared to be ‘so far-fetched, that nobody but one determined 
to shut his eyes would transcribe them; they serve, however (it 
is added), to fill up English books’ (p. 68). Hengstenberg, 
Hiivernick, Keil, and Kurtz, are classed together at p. 56 as © 
belonging to an altogether uncritical school, whose views are 
suited only to ‘the ignorant and intolerable evangelicalism of 
England” And with reference to one of the safest and most 
conclusive modes of proving the early existence of the books of 
Moses—namely, the traces to be found of them in the later books 
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of Old Testament Scripture—Dr Davidson thinks himself en- 
titled to write in the following offensive and magisterial strain :— 
‘One has only to take up Hengstenberg’s two volumes on the 
Pentateuch, where no less than seventy-eight pages are filled with 
proofs of Moses’ writings in Hosea and Amos, and fifty-five with 
the same in the books of Kings. His Christology will furnish 
more of the same sort. From Hengstenberg the collector may 
pass to Havernick, where he will enlarge his stock. Keil may 
then be consulted. He is a faithful disciple of the critics just 
named, and has transferred the results of their researches into a 
few pages of his Introduction. Like them, he, too, marshals 
passages from all the historical books, beginning with Joshua; 
from the prophetic literature, commencing with Obadiah; and 
from the poetical books. In this way many pages of an English 
book on the Pentateuch may be filled perfunctorily with evidences 
of the latter’s early composition. The list will be long enough 
to impose on the reader who does not care for quality, if he can 
have quantity. Nothing is welcomer in England to a very large 
class of theologians than such a cumulative argument ; because it 
is ready for acceptance in the lump, and saves the trouble of 
sifting. The true critic can estimate it at the real worth, which 
is small. The stereotyped and timid divine is prepared to swallow 
the draught, because it is orthodox, at least in the eye of his 
ignorance’ (p. 120). 

We cannot too strongly reprobate the offensive charges cast 
in this passage (and there are not a few such in Dr Davidson’s 
volume), not only upon evangelical theologians generally in this 
country—as if such were incapable, by their very position, of 
knowing their right hand from their left in matters of this descrip- 
tion, and could adhere to the views entertained by them only 
from interest or prejudice—but upon some also of the most 
eminent and deservedly esteemed theologians of the Continent. 
If Mr Macdonald often follows in the track of such men, and 
avails himself of their labours, it is no more than Dr Davidson 
himself has done in regard to another class of continental theo- 
logians; and we venture to say it, without the least fear of con- 
tradiction from any competent and unbiassed judge, that the 
marks of Dr Davidson’s indebtedness to foreign sources, and 
leaning upon foreign authorities, are certainly not less than those 
to be found in Macdonald. After a pretty careful perusal of his 
volume, we have lighted upon nothing that can justly be deemed 
original. The highest merit it can claiyn is that of an industricus 
compilation; and the sneering depreciation of other men’s labours 
in the same department—especially of those who have established 
for themselves a name for their scholarly and independent inves- 
tigations—which is improper even in an Ewald or a Hupfeld, 
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becomes simply ridiculous in the author of such a production. 
Very different is the language in which they are spoken of by 
the more thoughtful and unbiassed scholars of their own country, 
even by such as differ from them in some of their results, 
We shall take leave to refer here to a few of the testimonies 
which might be produced of this sort; for it is manifestly the 
object of Dr Davidson to put the men he has named in the above 
extract out of the category of the learned, in the stricter sense, 
and to represent the really learned as all of one mind in their 
denial of the Mosaic authorship of the Pentateuch, and of the 
historical character of many of its contents. Bleek, who is one 
of his leading authorities, when noticing the works of Baum- 
garten, Hiivernick, Hengstenberg, Delitzsch, and some others, 
and expressing his dissent from their style of interpretation, yet 

admits that they are not deficient in penetration, and general as 
well as philological learning." Even Von Bohlen, one of the 
earliest and more extreme ‘opponents of Hengstenberg on the 
Pentateuch, speaks generously in his memoirs of ‘ the extra- 
ordinary attainments in Arabic literature’ and other branches of 
scholarship made by his great rival. And Delitzsch, whom Dr 
Davidson can occasionally, at least, include in his list of the most 
accurate and distinguished Hebrew scholars of the present day 
(as at p. 158), though it is often omitted where it should be 
found, ranks Hengstenberg and his school among the greatest 
writers of the age on Old Testament subjects. The investigations 
of Ranké, one of this school, concerning the Pentateuch, written 
in opposition to the fr agmentary hypothesis, and in proof of the 
internal unity of the Pentateuch, he characterizes as ‘a perfect 
pattern for its depth of research, the objective character of its 
representation, and its well-sustained tone.* To Hengstenberg 
himself, and to his labours, he refers, as constituting: an epoch i in'the 
interpretation of the Old "Testament. ‘With j joy, says he in vy 
introduction to his admirable work on the Psalms (p. xiv.), ‘ 

seize here the long-wished-for opportunity of delivering a "ie 
testimony in behalf of the man to whom belongs the immortal 
honour of having recovered, for the theology of the Old Testa- 
ment, its ancient t place i in men’s believing confidence, which had 
been lost in the license of wit and freethinking,’ And in regard 
to the specific argument in support of the antiquity of the books 
of Moses, which Dr Davidson, in the extract alre: ady given, treats 
as deserving only of supreme contempt from all genuine scholars, 
Delitzsch for mally sets his seal to it. He points ; with confidence 
to the proof that has been established by Hengstenberg, of the 
traces of the Pentateuch in the subsequent historical books, and 
the prophets; confirms the line of argument by many details of 


’ Kinleitung, pp. 25, 145. ? Commentar iiber Gen., p. 44. 
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his own; and concludes by saying, ‘In short, all the history, 
prophecy, proverbial wisdom, and poetry of Israel, has its root 
and being in the law of Moses. Deuteronomy is the Deuterosis 
(repetition) of the law; and all the other parts of Old Testament 
Scripture is the Deuterosis of Deuteronomy. Though David was 
a greater master of lyric song, and Isaiah of the prophetic word, 
than Moses, yet without the law of Moses there had been neither 
a David nor an Isaiah. And we abide by the undeniable fact, 
that the Law, however it may have arisen, is as necessarily pre- 
supposed by the whole of the post-Mosaic history and literature, 
as for a tree is the sustaining and nourishing root.’? 

The object of these references is merely to show that the points 
here in debate cannot be settled by a simple appeal to anthorities, 
and that the attempt to do so on either side must be charac- 
terized as unfair. Scholars of high name, and possessed of all 
requisite literary qualifications for discussing the questions at 
issue, are here found ranged against each other; and nothing 
ultimately is to be gained by constituting the one class absolute 
authorities, at the expense and by the depreciation of the other. 
The mere fact, that there are men furnished with such scholarly 
attainments, and arriving at such different conclusions, seems to 
imply that a number of the considerations brought into notice 
are not in themselves of a decisive character, but come to be 
reckoned such only from the doctrinal position and aim of the 
writer. If the views of evangelical divines respecting the gene- 
ral character of Scripture naturally dispose them to attach little 
weight to certain lines of argument, there are others which will 
assuredly find as little regard from those who stand at the oppo- 
site pole of religious belief; and the ultimate question comes to 
be, Which class select the points that are in themselves of greatest 
moment, and that ought chiefly to prevail with sober and intel- 
ligent critics? To a certain extent, therefore, the position of the 
writer must be taken into account—not, certainly, as of itself 
determining his literary competence, or the reverse, for handling 
the matters in dispute, and still less for charging him with an 
unreasoning attachment to party interests; but to perceive dis- 
tinctly the point of view from which he contemplates the field of 
controversy, and the eye he may hence be expected to have for 
certain specific features of it, as contradistinguished from others. 
We are the more entitled to do this, if his position be an extreme 
one; for that will necessarily exercise a sort of creative power 
over some of the most important elements connected with the 


'Commentar iiber Gen., pp. 12-14. See also p. 5, where he says of the 
Thora (or the Pentateuch), in opposition to the dislocating hypotheses of 
recent times, that it is ‘a many-membered, united, world-embracing work of 
history out of the sixteenth century before Christ.’ 
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controversy, at once nullifying what exists, and out of airy 
nothings constructing whole lines of argumentation. It was so, 
as is well known, in the case of Strauss, when, in the interest of 
his mythic theory, he made his attack on the historical character 
of the Gospels. Strauss’s position was that of a philosophic un- 
believer in the supernatural (his unbelief resting on the panthe- 
istic basis of Hegelianism) ; and, consequently, all that appeared 
of the miraculous in the evangelical history of our Lord, was set 
down as, ipso facto, a proof of the fabulous. ‘The climax of the 
wonderful (he held with axiomatic certainty) to be the climax of 
the unthinkable.’ So that, while he went to his work, as he him- 
self boasted, untrammelled by a religious doctrinal position, the 
defect in that respect was amply compensated by a position of 
another kind, derived from his philosophy, which armed him as 
with a coat of mail against all that, to a humble believer, is most 
clearly indicative of the divine character of the accounts con- 
tained in the Gospel history. The supernatural element, which, 
in the eye of the one, is indissolubly linked with the very sub- 
stance of the Gospel, became to the other a vantage-ground of 
disbelief, and a weapon of assault against its credibility. 

It is not materially different in the case before us. The assault 
now made by Dr Davidson and the German authors whom he 
more especially follows, on the historical character of the books 
of Moses, has also for its constructive aim the establishment of a 
fabulous or mythic theory; and as regards its negative charac- 
ter, it too is based on the ground, not, indeed, of a pantheistic 
infidelity, but of a philosophical naturalism, which, equally with 
the other, ignores and repudiates everything properly miraculous, 
either in word or deed. The fact now stated, and its bearing on 
the main point at issue, may be rendered patent by a few deci- 
sive references. Thus, the passages in Genesis which make 
promise to Abraham and Jacob of kings destined to spring 
from them (xvii. 6-16, xxxv. 11), are held to be of late, that is, 
of spurious origin, because the idea was one ‘which would not 
suggest itself to the mind of a Hebrew till after a king had been 
appointed’ (p. 47)—implying, of course, that the supernatural, 
or strictly prophetic element, could have no place, and that the 
word, whenever spoken, could not have exceeded the limits of 
human sagacity. In like manner, the Song of Moses at the 
Red Sea, the dying prophecy of Jacob, and many other portions 
of a similar description, are brought down, for the period of their 
composition, to ss times, on the ground of their contain- 
ing allusions to circumstances or relations which did not tran- 
spire till after ages. Of Jacob it is said, ‘The Deity did not see 
fit, as far as we can judge, to impart to any man like Jacob the 
foreknowledge of future and distant events. . . . The true way 
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of dealing with the prophecy is simply to ascertain, by internal 
evidence, the time at which it was written, on the only tenable 
and philosophical ground of its having been put into the mouth of 
the dying patriarch by a succeeding writer. It has the form of 
a prediction; but it is a vaticinium post eventum’ (p. 198); in 
plain terms, a fictitious representation, pretending to be what it 
was not, and was morally impossible that it should be. What 
in such passages is implied respecting the supernatural element 
in the words reported to be spoken, is explicitly affirmed regard- 
ing the miraculous occurrences related in other parts of the 
sacred narrative. Of the ‘crowd of extraordinary interpositions 
of Jehovah on behalf of the people as they journeyed through 
the wilderness,’ we are told that they ‘show the influence of later 
traditions in dressing out the narrative with fabulous traits. The 
laws of nature are unchangeable. God does not directly and sud- 
denly interfere with them on behalf of His creatures; neither 
does He so palpably or constantly intermeddle with men’s little 
concerns’ (p. 103). And again: ‘Ignorant as the Israelites 
were of Western metapliysics, they did not scruple to connect 
interference on the part of the Supreme Being with things that 
we know to happen according to the unchangeable principles of 
His moral law, or the uniform agency in nature which He estab- 
lished at first. But the majestic laws of all-sufficient wisdom, 
by which the universe is regulated, are inflexibly maintained for 
the good of boundless creation, without being altered in relation 
to the’ fancied fortunes of individuals’ (p. 242). 

There is no mistaking the meaning of this language. The 
writer’s philosophy has won for him a position as firmly en- 
trenched, as was that of Strauss in respect to the supernatural 
in Gospel history, against everything in the books of Moses which 
bespeaks the direct agency or miraculous interposition of God ; 
and the traces which appear of that kind, like self-convicted 
witnesses, are made to bear evidence to the late origin, and con- 
sequently to the legendary character, of the accounts in which 
they are found. Here also the climax of the wonderful is the 
climax of the unthinkable; the cause is prejudged; and on the 
ground of an a priori rejection of the assumed character of the 
narrative, an array of proof is deduced from it to the prejudice of 
its authenticity. This indicates an advance beyond Dr Colenso’s 
position ; for he professes himself ready to accept the accounts 
of miraculous or supernatural interference in Scripture, if they 
were cnly authenticated by a veracious history (p. 10). But 
were the history otherwise ever so veracious, Dr Davidson would 
reject it, on the score simply of its wonders,—so far taking his 
stand distinctly and avowedly on sceptical ground. And he does 
so, besides, in regard to various other things connected both with 
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the form and with the matter of the revelations they contain. For 
example, the directions reported to have been given to Moses 
concerning the structure and furniture of the tabernacle are 
pronounced ‘trifling,’ ‘incapable of proceeding from God ;’ and 
the passages which more especially represent God as speaking 
and acting in a very human manner, ‘ descend below the dignity 
of the subject,’ and ‘degrade His nature’ (pp. 240-242). Of 
the precepts generally attributed to God in the Pentateuch it is 
said, that they ‘cannot without profanity be said to have been 
all uttered externally by the voice of God’ (p. 131). The record 
of creation at the commencement of Genesis is charged with 
positive scientific errors, and with a false representation concern- 
ing the institution of the Sabbath (pp. 159-162). The com- 
mand said to have been given to the Israelites on the eve of 
their departure from Egypt, to borrow or ask from the Egyp- 
tians articles of gold and silver, it is affirmed, represents Jehovah 
‘as commanding an immoral thing ; showing the imperfect de- 
velopment of the divine to which the author’s age had attained’ 
(p. 236). And, of course, the extermination of the Canaanites’* 
was still more distinctly marked by that character: ‘ morality 
rejects every war of extermination ;’ ‘God could not charge His 
subjects with carrying out any such purpose in harmony with His 
own perfections.’ And in reality there was no such charge: the 
idea of founding a theocracy was of God ; but the mode of setting 
it up in Canaan by the extirpation of its previous inhabitants 
was of man, which the imperfectly enlightened conscioustiess of 
the Israelites only attributed to God (pp. 440-444). 

Now, without the slightest wish to prejudge the question, 
whether the higher criticism (as it is styled) may have discovered 
grounds sufficient to justify such a position being assumed, and 
to which we shall presently advert, let it be noted what the 
position itself involves; it is manifestly a position quite an- 
tagonistic to the Pentateuch as an authoritative part of divine 
revelation. It is simply a revival of the so-called Christian 
deism of the last century, which did not deny that there were 
many things in Scripture worthy of God, especially in the say- 
ings of Christ ; but that, as there was not a little also of a different 
description, it belonged to men, according to the light of nature 
that was in them, to search out the divine ideas from the mass, 
and reject what seemed to them of another character. The 
Bible as a whole, the Pentateuch in particular, had not in their 
view, as it has not in Dr Davidson’s, any special or distinctive 
claim to their belief, founded on its inherent character, as re- 
cording testimonies or disclosing communications from heaven; 
it was merely the production of writers who spoke under the 
impression that they knew God’s mind, though some spoke with 
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a nearer approximation to the truth than others, while some 
altogether mistook it: so that, if one may call them inspired, 
they were ‘inspired in different degrees;’ and their testimony 
must be sifted like that of other men—to be received where it 
coincides with right reason, to be disowned where it is not. 
Let it be so, we reply: this is at least not the view taken of the 
matter by our Lord and His apostles; and the criticism which 
rejects the authenticity and strictly canonical authority of the 
books of Moses, inevitably carries along with it also the authority 
of New Testament Scripture. Beyond all reasonable doubt, the 
aspect under which the Pentateuch is presented there, is that 
of a production which (whether all written or not by the pen of 
Moses), at least, bears on it throughout the imprimatur of his 
Heaven-commissioned authority,—a production which, not in 
some mythical or transcendent, but in its plain and obvious 
sense, contains a veritable record of God’s dealings with man- 
kind in the earlier periods of their history, and not supposititious, 
but actual, revelations of His mind and will. In a whole series 
of passages (which it is needless to specify, because their ex- 
istence and import are not denied), both Christ and His apostles 
identifv themselves with the Pentateuch as an integral and 
fundamental part of that Scripture which they affirm to have 
been all given by inspiration of God ; accredit both its commoner 
and its miraculous accounts ; and instead of disputing either the 
truthfulness or the morality of any of its statements, often throw 
themselves back for support on the great facts and principles it 
embodies. How is all this met by the advocates of the higher 
criticism ? On a principle of rationalism, which does not 
materially differ from the deism already noticed, and which 
deprives New as well as Old Testament Scripture of its au- 
thority as an infallible guide in the things of God. ‘ Christ 
and His apostles’ (says Dr Davidson, p. 126), ‘ did not come into 
the world to instruct the Jews in criticism. In some things both 
adopted a wise (?) accommodation to popular views. They did 
not in matters of moment ; but with such unimportant points as 
the authorship of the Pentateuch they did not interfere.’ It is 
felt, however, that this does not quite reach the demands of the 
case; and so it is observed further respecting even Christ, that 
‘historical and critical questions could only belong to the sphere 
of His human culture,—a culture stamped with the characteristic 
of His age and country. Here is a door wide enough to admit, 
in the way of exception to our Lord’s teaching, whatever any 
one’s religious consciousness may choose to thrust into it. Under 
cover of this alleged spirit of accommodation to Jewish prejudice, 
or subjection to the influence of the age, the rationalists of the 
last generation eliminated almost every distinctive feature or 
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doctrine of the Gospel, while professing to submit to its instruc- 
tions ; and as regards the point now more immediately in hand, 
it gives scope to the widest latitudinarianism. Our Lord, it tells 
us,—and still more, of course, the apostles,—stood upon the level 
of their age and country in respect to the historical records of 
their sacred books—erred where others erred, mistook the ideal 
for the real, the fabulous for the true, where others did so; and in 
this ignorance or imperfection of historical insight, what, accord- 
ing to Dr Davidson, do we find them doing? Not simply in the 
general ascribing to Moses what Moses never wrote, but holding 
for explicit and important utterances of God words that were 
never spoken (those, for example, reported to have been heard 
at the bush, Luke xx. 37) ; founding lessons and warnings upon 
transactions which never happened (as the deluge, Luke xvii. 
26); accrediting miracles which were never performed (1 Cor. 
x. 1-10, Heb. xi.) ; setting their seal to accounts of revelations 
which, as they stand, degrade the nature of Deity, and are even 
chargeable with profanity. And yet Dr Davidson has the assur- 
ance to say, that the results he has arrived at neither destroy 
the authority of the Pentateuch, nor undermine the pillars of 
Christianity, and that to talk of them ‘as deeply affecting the 
faith of the Church is the cant of uneducated minds’ (p. 129). 
To our thinking, it is the invincible logic of common sense—the 
conclusion to which every ninety-nine men out of a hundred 
will infallibly come. The question, in this form of it, is not one 
that lies between comparative degrees of learned and unlearned : 
an intelligent artisan is as competent to pronounce on it as one 
who has a whole bevy of tongues at his command; and if the 
case be so, as is here represented, with the contents of the 
Pentateuch, and with the relation held to it by Christ and His 
apostles, then the authority alike of New and of Old Testament 
Scripture, for anything beyond the merest common-places of 
truth and duty, is irrecoverably gone; and if it is not the cant, 
it is assuredly the infatuation, of learning to imagine it can be 
otherwise. Unmistakeable results in history will soon put that 
beyond a doubt. 

These remarks are made simply for the purpose of presenting 
in a distinct and intelligible form the nature of the contest that 
is now proceeding, and the magnitude of the interests that are at 
stake. The question, however, is not thereby settled, which re- 
lates to the authenticity of the Pentateuch, and the credible 
nature of the events it records. This must be determined on its 
own grounds ; and the testimony of our Lord and His apostles in 
favour of the traditionary belief of the Church is only to be re- 
garded as a valid and authoritative confirmation of that belief, 
if nothing can be shown to be conclusively against it in the his- 
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torical records themselves. Should proof be forthcoming from 
any quarter of their late origin and unreliable character, then the 
authority both of the original accounts, and of the sacred writers 
who have accredited and used them as divine, must give way. 
But, in proceeding now to turn our inquiries in this direction, 
we must request our readers to keep distinctly in view what has 
just been stated respecting the stand-point of the more critical 
and imperious theologians who take here the part of assailants, 
From the indispensable requirements of their position, there 
arise at once the obligation to reject the Mosaic authorship and 
historical character of much that is in the Pentateuch, and no 
inconsiderable part of the arguments by which they seek to 
justify their rejection. We have referred to Dr Davidson, but 
he only gathers up and retails what had been already set forth in 
the works of De Wette, Tuch, Hupfeld, Ewald, and partly also 
in Bleek. Differing in subordinate points, these all concur in 
regarding the formal representation, which appears in the Pen- 
tateuch, of a direct supernatural intercourse between God and 
the more prominent representatives of the human family, from 
Adam to Moses, as of itself conclusive evidence that the 
legendary, rather than the historical, is the prevailing character 
of the accounts. They acknowledge only a certain substratum 
of history, which later times wrought into a kind of theocratical 
epos, or traditionary myths. Another proof of the same is found 
in the miracles interwoven with the accounts, which, simply be- 
cause they contain what is miraculous, must be connected with 
times long subsequent to those they profess to belong to,—the 
miraculous being, as De Wette expresses it, a kind of ideal or 
poetic clothing, which a remote posterity throws around the 
actual occurrences of bygone times. Everything prophetic, as a 
matter of course,—whatever song, whatever announcement ap- 
pears in a particular clause or expression to anticipate the future, 
—is directly assigned to the same category; it is an utterance after 
the event. One has only to glance over the several portions of 
the Pentateuch which contain passages belonging to one or other 
of those classes, to see what a multiplicity of proofs they must 
yield to the proficients of the higher criticism. But they do so, 
it must be remembered, simply on account of the philosophical 
assumption or hypothesis taken up by that school, and with this 
they necessarily stand or fall. It is not the superior learning of 
the party which furnishes them with this class of arguments ; 
they might have found every one of them without knowing a 
word of Hebrew, or even of Greek ; nothing more is needed for 
it than a strong anti-supernatural feeling, which is opposed to 
the spirit of the Bible as much in its New as in its Old Testa- 
ment records. They who, on such grounds, resolve into myths 
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and legends the more remarkable accounts ot the Pentateuch, 
may as readily find them—and for the most part, indeed, do find 
them—in the narratives of the Gospel. 

It deserves to be noted, too, that the exceptions taken on the 
ground of this supernatural element go farther than might at 
first be suspected ; for there are cases in which the narrative, as 
it stands, is pronounced unnatural, and held to be indicative of a 
later age, merely because the implied supernatural element, which 
sufficiently accounts for the existing form, is silently ignored. 
Thus the circumstance of Sarah having been coveted and taken 
by Abimelech, when she had reached the age of ninety, just as 
she had at an earlier period been coveted and taken by Pharaoh, 
is thought improbable, because it is remarkable that two such 
events should happen in one person’s history, and still more, that 
Sarah should have preserved her beauty to so late a period of life. 
Dr Davidson deems it so peculiar and incredible in the case 
of one person, that he twice refers to it (pp. 62, 67), and can only 
explain it by supposing a double authorship—one of them, of 
course, fabricating instead of narrating. Now, simply admit what 
the sacred narrative itself so distinctly introduces, what forms, 
indeed, the very hinge on which the later portion of Abraham’s 
history turns,—namely, the supernatural revivification given in 
advanced life to the animal frames of himself and his wife, in 
order that the child of promise might be born to them,—and the 
strangeness of Sarah’s apprehension by Abimelech at once dis- 
appears. She had, meanwhile, through the power of the Highest 
overshadowing her, virtually renewed her youth: the freshness 
and vigour, and with these, no doubt, the bloom of earlier days 
came back upon her, so that the attempt of Abimelech, rightly 
understood, served much the same purpose in regard to the 
divine operation upon Sarah, as the action of the restored 
paralytic at Capernaum, in being made to bear away his couch ; 
it was the palpable evidence of a supernatural reflux of the powers 
of life. The same explanation also will account, in the case of 
Abraham himself, for his having possessed such unwonted vigour 
as is implied in his marriage to Keturah after Sarah’s death, and 
having a family of sons by her. This, too, is a stumbling-block 
to Dr Davidson and the school he represents ; it is the clear in- 
dication of a later hand (p. 69). Why should it be so? How- 
ever it may now seem to one versed in ‘ Western metaphysics,’ 
the man, at least, who could speak of Abraham receiving, at a 
certain stage of his career, a fresh lease of life’s powers and 
energies direct from Heaven, might surely, with perfect consist- 
ency, write of these continuing their action to a correspondingly 
advanced stage in the future. Can that criticism be entitled to 
the designation of fair or reasonable, which first denudes a series 
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of transactions of their germinant principle, and then presents 
the remainder as the incoherent patchwork of diverse and mutu- 
ally discordant traditionists? Persons whose doctrinal position 
obliges them to tamper after such a fashion with the narratives ot 
Scripture, may doubtless find appropriate employment in disputing 
their genuineness, or, like Dr Colenso, in calling in question their 
historical veracity ; but their position itself, from its very nature, 
disqualifies them from producing what can, in any proper sense, 
be regarded as an introduction to the books in which the nar- 
ratives are contained. 

But we must become somewhat more specific ; and, in doing 
so, must distinguish between the authorship of the Pentateuch 
and the credibility of its accounts. These have hitherto been 
viewed conjointly, because to a large extent they are so by those 
who here take the part of objectors. But they are properly 
distinct questions, and the one also greatly more vital than the 
other. Whether Moses was strictly the author of the entire 
Pentateuch or not, may be a question even among those who are 
perfectly agreed as to the authentic and authoritative character 
of its contents. Here, within certain limits, there is room for 
difference of opinion ; but the historical truthfulness and credi- 
bility of the accounts it transmits of God’s dealings with man in 
earlier times, and men’s dealings with God, bear directly upon 
its proper nature and design. If any charge of error could be 
successfully established against it in this respect, or if even any 
grave suspicion could with a measure of probability be fastened 
on its testimony, a blow would inevitably be inflicted, not upon 
the Pentateuch alone, but upon the whole Bible as a revelation 
from Heaven. To this point, therefore, as the more important 
of the two, we shall devote the larger portion of the space that 
remains for us. 

It were vain to say that the subject, in this aspect of it, is 
beset with no difficulties, or that it is entirely free of what, in 
an age like the present, is calculated to give rise, for a time at 
least, to certain doubts and misgivings in the minds of sincere 
and honest inquirers. Several considerations might prepare us 
to expect this. First of all, the remoteness of the periods to 
which the accounts refer, and because of that remoteness the 
peculiar, in many respects abnormal, condition of things (as seen 
from our point of view) to which they relate—this alone lends 
to the speculative reason a great advantage in starting plausible 
objections against the credibility of the accounts. How many 
things of a like description could be named in connection with 
the antiquities of a particular country—our own, for example— 
in which (partly on account of the peculiarity of the circum- 
stances, partly from giving heed to incidental and collateral 
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considerations) the most veritable accounts have sometimes been 
involved in controversial difficulties! And shall it be thought 
strange, if persons who are in search of such things should find 
them in accounts which reach back to the infancy of the human 
race itself, and embrace the earlier evolutions of the divine eco- 
nomy? Even those who cannot be said to seek for objectionable 
matter, yet from the mere accidents of their position—as living 
in an advanced stage of the world’s history, and imbibing their 
impressions of what is fit and probable, or the reverse, from the 
things most familiar to themselves—may readily enough discover 
in what is written of the remote past statements or occurrences 
that seem open to objection ; they will do so, if they are incap- 
able of appreciating the diversity of circumstances, and insist 
on extending to one age what properly belongs to another. The 
actual, the true, in such cases, is not always, by any means, what 
would at first sight be deemed the likeliest by this generation. 
Another feature in the earlier narratives of the Bible, which 
might be expected to work in the same direction, is the singular 
brevity of most of them—as if written with no eye to curious 
inquiries or critical judgments, but in a spirit of unsuspecting 
confidence, and with the view simply of presenting a condensed 
record of things spoken and done, which it much concerned 
men of all times to know. Accounts so constructed naturally 
leave not a little to be supplied by the good sense and wise dis- 
cretion of the reader ; and if, forsaking these, he gives way to the 
academical doubtings and microscopic inquisitiveness which a 
critical age is so apt to engender, he will not fail to detect ap- 
parent negligences and complications in the story, which may 
without difficulty be made to look like serious discrepancies or 
actual blunders. Along with the brevity of those records of 
primeval and patriarchal times, there is also to be taken into 
account in this connection the particular setting of many of the 
notices contained in them, which naturally savours of the period 
of their origin. Truth, of course, must always constitute the 
staple of historical narrations, which cease to be historical when- 
ever, and in so far as, they depart from the faithful exhibition of 
things as they actually occurred. To preserve a trustworthy 
record of these is their professed purpose and aim; but with this 
common aim, and in subordination to it, there may also be specific 
aims, arising out of the position of the writer, or the relations in 
which he stands to those more immediately in his eye, and appear- 
ing in the particular point and form given to his narrative. Here 
age, to some extent, will differ from age, country from country : 
what appears fit and natural at one time, will look strained and 
peculiar at another; and if any one should go to the more ancient 
records of Scripture oblivious of such differences, can it be matter 
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of wonder if he should, in some respects, misjudge them—should 
think it strange, perhaps, that certain things are introduced, and 
again, that others are omitted ? 

The considerations now adverted to are all of a perfectly in- 
telligible nature, and obviously germane to the subject: no one 
scarcely will dispute that some weight is due to them in dealing 
with the earlier historical documents of Scripture ; and if only 
due weight is ascribed to them, it will go far to remove some of 
the more plausible objections which are urged against the credi- 
bility of the books of Moses. Take, for example, that which 
stands in the very front of Dr Colenso’s charges of incorrectness 
—the account given in Gen. xlvi. 19 of the family of Judah, as 
connected with the settlement of the chosen seed in Egypt. 
Among the seventy souls spoken of as coming with Jacob into 
Egypt, five are reckoned to Judah beside himself,—three sons, 
Shelah, Pharez, and Zarah; and two grandsons, the sons of 
Pharez, viz., Hezron and Hamul. But as Pharez was not born 
to Judah till after even the youngest of his first family had 
grown to manhood, it is impossible that Pharez should have 
become old enough to marry and have two children by the time 
that the family of Jacob went down to sojourn in Egypt. For 
as Joseph was at that time certainly not more than forty, Judah 
(according to the computation of the Bishop) was probably about 
forty-two; and he can hardly, with any show of probability, be 
made upwards of forty-six or forty-eight. Indeed, the former, 
according to our view, comes nearer to the probable age than the 
latter. But it is needless to go into detail on the subject, or 
contend in such a case about half-a-dozen of years; for, allow 
Judah to have been even fifty at the time in question, it is quite 
incredible that Pharez and Zarah, his sons by Tamar, should 
have already become full-grown men, and one of them the father 
of two children. Beyond all reasonable doubt, therefore, Judah’s 
grandsons, Hezron and Hamul, were born some considerable 
time after the settlement in Egypt. And so also must it have 
been with most, if not the whole, of Benjamin’s ten sons (xlvi. 21); 
for Benjamin was by much the youngest of the family of Jacob, 
and a year or two before the descent into Egypt, he is spoken of 
as comparatively young or little, a mere lad (xlili. 8, xliv. 20) : 
he could scarcely, indeed, be above twenty-four at the latter 
period, and cannot be supposed to have had more, at the utmost, 
than two or three sons. Yet all the ten sons, as well as Judah’s 
two grandsons, are specified among the seventy souls who went 
with Jacob into Egypt; and after this, the number seventy, so 
made up, is referred to as the well-known aggregate of the Israel- 
itish settlers in the land of Goshen (Ex. i. 5, Deut. x. 22). Dr 
Colenso, therefore, following in the wake of many others, finds 

















56 ' Recent Attacks on the Pentateuch. 





here palpably incorrect statements, and holds the account as it 
stands simply incredible. But he should have prosecuted his 
inquiries a little farther ; for when the matter is so plain as to 
its variance with historical fact, how shall we account for such 
representations having ever been made? The natural improba- 
bilities or historical anachronisms in question are no new dis- 
coveries ; they have been the subject of discussion for generations, 
and have not been overlooked even in general commentaries. 
Shall we suppose that the genealogical register, with its historical 
setting, was the production of so stupid and bungling a composer, 
that he drew it up regardless of inconsistencies which the most 
inexperienced eye can detect, or that the authorities (whoever 
they might be) who placed it and kept it where it is, were equally 
incapable of perceiving them? A supposition of this sort, which 
is the only alternative left us by the criticism we are considering, 
really makes a somewhat heavy draught on our faith. It is 
hard, and, for our part, impossible to believe, that the records 
composing the book of Genesis (considered merely as human 
productions) took shape in this hap-hazard style, under the hands 
of persons so devoid of commom shrewdness and sagacity. We 
rather conceive that, where things obviously at variance with this 
and with historic fidelity occur, respect may have been had, in 
the construction of the record, to some method or principle, 
which, though it may, perhaps, carry a strange or artificial aspect 
when contemplated from a modern point of view, yet approved 
itself to men of other times, and fell in with their peculiar modes 
and habits of thinking. 

If this appears to be no more than a fair and equitable rule of 
judgment generally respecting those ancient records, there is no 
portion of them to which it may more fitly be applied than their 
genealogical registers. These were brief compends of history, 
the mere bones and skeletons, one may say, of many-sided and 
often far-reaching family relationships—the very brevity of which, 
coupled with the desire to render them as comprehensive in 
matter, and as distinctive and memorable in form as possible, 
sometimes contributed to impart to them strained, and even fan- 
tastic forms. Curious examples may be seen of this in Lightfoot 
and Schéttgen, in connection with the genealogical register in 
Matt. i.; and that register itself is, in more respects than one, a 
remarkable illustration—in respect, for example, to the female 
names it mentions (which are only four, and all of an abnormal 
character,—Tamar, Rahab, Ruth, and Bathsheba,—because seen, 
doubtless, to be special precursors, types of Mary, in whom the 
abnormal rose to its full culmination), in respect also to the 
division of the entire roll into three sections of equal length, and 
still more in the omission, for the purpose of making out this, 
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of three names in the second division (those of kings Ahaziah, 
Joash, and Amaziah). A mere verbal critic, who cannot look 
beyond the letter of the text, will hold all these peculiarities to 
be matter of caprice, and charge the omission of so many names 
as a falsification of history. But one who seeks to do the part of 
a skilful interpreter, will throw himself back upon ancient times, 
and take into account the views and circumstances which gave 
rise to such peculiarities ; and he will be the more induced to do 
so, as the departure just noticed from the strict letter of history 
could not possibly, in this case, have arisen from ignorance or 
oversight, but must be ascribed to intention. In like manner, 
he will deal with the genealogical register associated with the 
descent of Israel into Egypt. Here, also, there is a manifest 
regard to certain numbers—to the 7 and 10, the conjoined 
symbols of sacredness and completeness, and when multiplied 
together, so as to make 70, a strongly intensified symbol of the 
same. In order to exhibit this as realized in those who went 
down with Jacob to sojourn in Egypt, Jacob himself is included 
in the number (reckoned among the 33 sons of Leah), Joseph 
also and his sons, who were already in Egypt; yet to them, too, 
applies the general statement, ‘ All the souls of the house of Jacob 
which came into Egypt were threescore and ten.’ Why should 
it be deemed strange if certain additions from the future were 
also introduced to complete the requisite number, especially if 
those additions represented the heads of so many families in 
Israel? That such actually was the case appears from a com- 
parison of the genealogical register in question with that of 
Num. xxvi.,—the immediate descendants of Jacob who, in the 
latter, are represented as having become heads of tribes and 
founders of distinct families, being, with a few slight differences 
(arising, no doubt, from changes that took place during the so- 
journ in Egypt), the same with those given in the first. Hence, 
though other sons beside Manasseh and Ephraim appear to have 
been born to Joseph in Egypt (Gen. xlviii. 6), and others of 
Jacob’s family probably had sons born there, yet, not forming 
heads of tribal stems or family circles, they are not mentioned, 

because the offspring took rank under one or other of those 

actually given. So that, as 12 remained the ideal number for 
the tribes, even after they became 13 by the adoption of Manasseh 

and Ephraim, so 70 remained the ideal number of tribes and 

families together—of the entire community—because that was 

the number at the initial period, when the several divisions began 

to take form,—the period nearly coeval, though not absolutely 

identical, with Jacob’s descent into Egypt. Such regard to 

numbers and family distinctions may appear to us unnatural—it 

may seem to want critical exactness; but the real question is, 
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whether it did not exist, having certain ends to serve, certain 
ideas to embody and landmarks to keep up, which were important 
for the time being, and might otherwise have been lost? For, 
if so, then it is as much our duty to consider it, and make 
reasonable allowance for it, as to ascertain and determine the 
idioms of language and forms of expression, in which the original 
records of Scripture are preserved. Only through such know- 
ledge and consideration do we get at a correct understanding of 
their real import. 

The explanations now made respecting the first objection of 
Dr Colenso, will, without material difference, apply also to 
several others—in particular, to the apparent incongruity he 
brings out between the actions reported to have been done on 
certain occasions, and the number of persons that must be 
supposed to have taken part in them. Thus, all Israel, or the 
congregation of Israel, is occasionally represented as called to 
assemble, or as having actually assembled, at the door of the 
tabernacle to hear certain words, and witness certain ceremonies. 
But taking the numbers given as genuine, they would have re- 
quired, even if closely packed, a space immensely too large either 
for seeing or hearing. To make the incongruity more palpable, 
the Bishop represents them standing nine abreast, forming a 
line about the width of the tabernacle, and extending in a 
direct course of twenty miles (p. 83). Should not the simple 
absurdity of this—an absurdity palpable to every eye —have 
convinced him, that such could never have been the meaning of 
the historian (whoever he was), and that to deal with the narra- 
tive so, is to deal with it unfairly? Reduce the numbers even 
by ten—suppose that, instead of hundreds of thousands, there 
were only so many tens of thousands of grown men with Moses 
in the wilderness (which, at the very least, would be required to 
meet the other conditions of the historical problem), such por- 
tions of the narrative would still, if so interpreted, not be relieved 
of absurdity. But many other portions of Scripture, and in- 
deed of all histories which deal in general and comprehensive 
descriptions, might equally be turned into extravagant and in- 
credible accounts. Thus St Matthew says of John Baptist, that 
there ‘ went out to him Jerusalem, and all Judea, and all the 
region round about Jordan, and were baptized of him.’ Who 
would dream, unless under some sort of hallucination, of sitting 
down, in connection with such a statement, to gather statistics 
of the probable population of the places here specified, and after 
summing up the account into so many hundreds of thousands, 
to ask whether we can reckon it at all credible that John really 
had such multitudes attending him, and with his own hand 
actually administered baptism to them all? It is only necessary 
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to bear in mind the extreme brevity of such accounts, and to 

ive credit to the writer for a fair measure of common sense, as 
he doubtless accredited his readers with the same, to take up a 
proper impression of his meaning. And in regard particularly 
to what is said of the assembling of the congregation about the 
tabernacle, and of Moses speaking such and such things to the 
whole congregation, since nothing is said as to the mode, it 
ought to be understood that the matter was gone about in some 
practicable manner—by representation, or by successive detach- 
ments, as the case might require. Did people in those times not 
know how to execute a general order in detail, or to effect in a 
representative capacity what could not be done by them collec- 
tively? The early divisions among the Israelites into families 
and companies, with their respective heads, rendered it com- 
paratively easy and natural for them to fall upon such methods. 

A special application is made by Dr Colenso of his arith- 
metical powers, for the purpose of showing the improbability of 
the account in Exodus respecting the institution of the passover. 
He calculates that not fewer than 150,000 male lambs of the 
first year would be required for the feast, on the supposition of 
the Israelites numbering 600,000 full-grown men. But the 
existence of 150,000 male lambs would argue as many female 
lambs of that year; and 300,000 lambs of one year, he learned 
from a sheep-master in Natal, would imply (if allowance were 
made for an adequate surplus of males besides those killed for 
the passover) an entire flock of about 2,000,000. And where 
was pasture to be had, even in Goshen, for the grazing of such 
a flock, along with very much cattle, which the Israelites are 
said to have had besides? Or in the wilderness how could they 
all possibly find support? There the Israelites are constantly 
represented as living together in a compact body, and for long 
in the desert of Sinai, which is an entirely bare and sterile 
region : the flocks and herds, if they had existed in such vast 
numbers, must have perished for want, or they must have been 
scattered over immense tracts far and wide, of which there is no 
account; while in that case, also, they would have been exposed to 
the assaults of hostile tribes, and cut off. Every way the account 
seems enveloped in difficulties that exceed belief. Such is a 
summary of the Bishop’s calculations on this head, and his argu- 
ments founded on them. We must again remind our readers of 
the brevity of the sacred narrative, which, presenting only inci- 
dental notices and graphic outlines, renders it comparatively easy 
for objectors to start questions and urge apparent improbabilities. 
Of course, manifest inconsistencies or proved impossibilities would 
be fatal to its credibility ; but have we such here? The circum- 
stances of the first passover were altogether peculiar ; it formed 
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the consummation of a whole series of remarkable phenomena, 
and the eventful crisis of a formative period in the history of 
Israel as a people. Matters, we may be sure, did not move at 
such a time with the calm and equable pace of ordinary life ; 
the people’s minds were wound up with lofty expectation, and 
nerved to achievements which put to flight the calculations of 
worldly prudence, and which in less exciting moments might 
have seemed even to themselves impossible. When they saw 
how much depended on their doing the part assigned them on 
that memorable occasion, who can tell what exertions would 
be put forth, and what resources plied to execute the plan of 
Heaven? Wherever lambs could be had, means would as- 
suredly be taken to secure them ; other flocks beside those of the 
Israelites, so far as accessible, would be resorted to; and as God 
did not then, any more than at other times, demand impossibilities 
of His people, if in any cases a lamb of sacrifice could not be 
procured, a substitute of some sort (as under the law) would 
doubtless be accepted in its stead. Besides, who can tell how 
the families would assort themselves in so great an emergency ? 
Josephus informs us (Wars, ix. 6, 3), that in ordinary times 
the companies that met together as one family to eat the pass- 
over often numbered as many as twenty ; and that on a particu- 
lar occasion, with the view of ascertaining how many persons 
might be congregated in Jerusalem, the paschal lambs were 
counted, and found to number 256,000. A startling proportion, 
no doubt, of the male offspring of the flocks for sheep-masters 
and arithmeticians! Yet the demand, great as it was, was some- 
how met by a regular supply. And may we not much more 
imagine this to have happened on the one occasion in Egypt 
which formed the grand crisis of Israel’s destiny? Or, if some 
difficulty was experienced in procuring the requisite number of 
victims, might not the people congregate, not by twenties 
merely, but by thirties or even forties, for such an occasion? To 
overlook all that was special and extraordinary in the trans- 
actions of the period, and draw inferences from them as if they 
had been occurrences in every-day life, is to betray an incapacity 
for estimating aright the forces which are brought into play by 
great movements, and bespeaks rather the speculative turn of a 
recluse than the sagacity of one accustomed to handle matters of 
stirring interest and national importance. 

We hold it, therefore, to be utterly impossible to form any 
definite idea of the number of lambs that would, in the circum- 
stances, be actually needed at the first institution of the passover, 
and consequently foolish to attempt to build upon such hypothetical 
grounds conclusions as to the total number of the Israelitish flocks. 
We are assured in the history that they had considerable posses- 
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sions in these, and herds also of cattle; they left Egypt, it is 
said, ‘ with flocks and herds, very much cattle.” But this is a v ery 
indefinite statement, indicating only a relative greatness, which, 
with reference to modern ideas, might possibly be esteemed small; 

and it is not till the close of the wilderness sojourn that what 
might be called very ample possessions in flocks and herds are 
mentioned—even then only as connected with three of the tribes 
(who appear to have chiefly devoted themselves to that line), and 
after considerable accessions had been made to their stock from 
the successful wars against Midian and the occupants of Bashan. 
How such flocks and herds, as they doubtless possessed when 
they departed from Egypt, were supported in the region which 
lies around Horeb and Sinai, cannot now be ascer tained, and 
should be left among the points we want materials for deter- 

mining. It has always presented itself as a difficulty to modern 
travellers, which (as things now stand) they find themselves in- 
capable of solving. At the same time, they have told us of many 
wadys in the region, which, at certain periods and in favourable 
seasons, yield a “considerable herbage. Burckhardt, who knew 
the whole district well, makes mention of ‘fertile valleys in the 
highest region of the peninsula, which produce fruit trees. 
W: ater, too, is always found in plenty in this district, on which 
account it is the place of refuge of all the Bedouins when the 
low country is parched up.’ Besides, indications have been 
pointed out by various scientific explorers, and are briefly de- 
scribed by Stanley,’ of a greater fertility and productiveness 
having belonged to ‘the entire region than is now found in it. 
‘There is no doubt’ (he says) ‘that the vegetation of the wadys 
has considerably decreased. In part, this w vould be an inevitable 
effect of the violence of the winter torrents. The trunks of palm 
trees washed up on the shore of the Dead Sea, from which the 
living tree has now for many centuries disappeared, show what 
may have been the devastation produced among those mountains, 
when the floods, especially in earlier times, must have been vio- 
lent to a degree unknown in Palestine.’ ‘Then he refers to the 
reckless waste of the Bedouin tribes, who frequently destroy, but 
rarely replenish, and who have, of late years, been carrying on a 
considerable traffic in charcoal derived from the acacia trees, 
which they still find in particular districts. Places are also speci- 
fied which are known within historical periods to have been green 
and fertile, but which are now absolutely bare. Such circum- 
stances, partly probable and partly certain, ought fairly to be 
taken into account in thinking of the resources which might be 
available for both the Israelites themselves and their “cattle, 
whether as sojourning in the immediate neighbourhood of Sinai 


1’ Travels, ii., p. 571, * Sinai and Palestine, p. 24. 
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or in other regions of the wilderness. Nor ought it surely to be 
forgotten (for one part of the scriptural account must not be 
taken to the exclusion or prejudice of another), that they were 
all the while under the special providence and guardianship of 
Him who has at command the varied elements of nature, and 
can make the rain to ‘ drop on the pastures of the wilderness’ as 
it pleases Him.’ 

It is impossible for us here to go minutely into the tangled 
web of calculations which the Bishop has attempted to weave 
out of the numbers given for the different tribes of Israel in the 
wilderness, as compared with the genealogical tables, and the 
length of time between the descent of Jacob’s family into Egypt, 
and their coming out of it a nation more than two millions strong. 
A series of what, if they were as he puts them, must be regarded 
as physical impossibilities and palpable inconsistencies, is thus 
made out against the Scripture accounts, and on the professed 
ground of assuming nothing, but taking the accounts in their 
plain and obvious meaning. In reality, however, a good deal is 
assumed that is by no means to be taken for granted, and which 
is denied by some of the most competent and thoughtful inquirers. 
It is assumed, for example, that the genealogies are complete 
records, containing all the names of the successive generations of 
Israel in Egypt, and of the sons belonging to these generations. 
But for that, as has been already stated, there is no proper 
warrant. The genealogies were constructed with certain specific 
aims; and they might in consequence sometimes omit names 
which more general and critical purposes would have rendered 
necessary. It is certain, indeed, that they did so. Thus, in the 
genealogy of Levi, Ex. vi., four sons of Kohath are given— 
Amram, Izhar, Hebron, and Uzziel; after which follow the sons 
of three of these; but Hebron is omitted, as if he had died 
childless. Yet, when we turn to the genealogy in 2 Chron. xxiii., 
we find no fewer than four sons ascribed to Hebron, who, no 
doubt, had their descendants. Again, in the case of Izhar, 
three sons are given in Exodus, while in Chronicles there is only 
one, and he, apparently, a different person from any of the three. 
The probable reason of such differences was, that the registers 
had special respect to the formation of family heads in the re- 
spective lines; and as these from time to time differed, so certain 
names disappeared from the more public registers, and others 
took their place. All this, however, is ignored by Dr Colenso ; 
he makes no account of the additional names referred to in the 


1 We have thought it best to leave out of view Dr Beke’s solution of the 
problem, who rejects the traditional site of Sinai, and would transfer it to the 
neighbourhood of the land of Midian, to the south and east of the Dead Sea. 
His view is not likely to meet with acceptance from competent judges, at least 
in its present form. 
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later lists, but assumes the one in Exodus to be full and complete, 
as he does also in regard to that of Moses and Aaron, which 
exhibits only two intervening links between them and Levi— 
Kohath the son of Levi, and Amram the son of Kohath, and 
father of Moses and Aaron; while, for the same period, we have 
in the family of Joseph ten generations between him and Joshua 
(1 Chron. vii. 22-27). We know this is a disputed point among 
the learned; but to us it seems scarcely possible, that the two in 
the one line could have stretched over the same period which 
required ten (or say nine, counting Nun, Joshua’s father, to be 
of an age with Moses) in the other. There were probably two 
Kohaths or two Amrams in the list (as in the table 1 Chron. vi. 
9, 10, two Azariahs occur shortly after each other), and the in- 
termediate links, for the sake of brevity, or some other reason, 
omitted." 

It is also assumed by Dr Colenso, that the whole period of 
sojourn in Egypt was 215 years, the half of the 430 specified in 
Ex. xii. 40,—an old Jewish opinion certainly, and not without 
some plausible grounds of support, which have disposed many still 
to acquiesce in it; but resting in good part on the brief genealogy 
of Moses just noticed, which appears to us demonstrably incom- 
plete. Yet the Bishop’s calculations respecting the numbers of 
Israel in the wilderness are based on that abbreviated period of 
sojourn, and cease to be of force if the longer should prove the 
correct one.? It is further assumed, that the families of Israel 
at the time of the exodus must have been all the lineal descend- 
ants of the twelve sons of Jacob. They were all, no doubt, 
reckoned to these; but it by no means follows from this, that 
they must have sprung by direct descent from Jacob. As the 
men, by intermarrying with those who were not of the tribes of 
Israel, so the women, by becoming wedded to husbands who 
were not native Israelites, yet willing that their offspring should 

’ Compare Ezra vii. 3, where, of the two Azariahs in 1 Chron. vi., only one is 
given, and the intervening links are omitted, precisely as we suppose to have been 
done in the genealogy of Moses. The case of the latter is well put by Tiele in 
his Chron. des A. Test., p. 36: ‘ According to Num. iii. 27, the Kohathites were 
divided in Moses’ time into four families— Amramites, Jehezarites, Hebronites, 
and Uzzielites; these composed together 8600 men and boys (women and 
girls not being reckoned). The fourth part, or about 2150 men and boys, would 
fallto the Amramites. Moses himself had only two sons. If, therefore, Amram, 
the son of Kohath, the father of the Amramites, were identical with Amram, 
the father of Moses, Moses must have had 2147 brothers and brothers’ sons. 
But as this is an impossible supposition, it must be admitted as proved, that 
Amram, the son of Kohath, was not the father of Moses; but that between 
him and his descendant of the same name, a considerable number of generations 
has been dropt out.’ 

? Ewald, Keil, and most of the more recent authorities, adhere to the 430 
years. But how much the period has been toyed with by theorists may be 
inferred from such extremes as those of Bunsen and Lepsius—the former mak- 
ing the sojourn in Egypt 1440 years, while Lepsius confines it to 90. 
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be counted of the seed, might, and probably did, add considerably 
to the numbers. Further accessions would be made from the 
class of home-born servants, who, when the era of deliverance 
came, would naturally become associated in standing and pro- 
spects with their masters. Even the mixed multitude that fol- 
lowed them from Egypt, such of them as remained stedfast to 
the Israelitish banner, must have been associated with certain of 
the tribes; for there was no recognised class separate from the 
tribal stemis; only as connected with one or other of these could 
they have a part in Israel. How much the scources now indi- 
cated may have contributed to swell the gross numbers of the 
covenant people, it is impossible to say; but, taken together, 
they must have been considerable: yet none of them have any 
place in Dr Colenso’s account; they are not explicitly stated in 
the record, and he refuses to assign them an arithmetical value. 
Once more, it is assumed that the rate of increase in Egypt 
continued to be the same among the Israelites as it had been 
previously,—that there was no extraordinary fecundity among 
them there, and that three or four on an average to a family is 
al] that we have any reason to calculate upon; in this, proceed- 
ing still upon the ground—the fallacious ground, as we have 
shown it to be—that the genealogical registers were framed on 
the principle of uniformly including all the offspring, and also 
disallowing the evidence which is given in Exodus (first chapter), 
that something quite marvellous in this respect took place. ‘The 
children of Israel’ (it is said) ‘ were fruitful, and swarmed, and 
were mighty very exceedingly (or grew exceedingly strong), and 
they filled the land.’ 

We cannot pursue the subject further in this line; but these 
examples are sufficient to show on what fanciful ground Dr 
Colenso’s chief calculations are based, and with what slender 
materials—slender because applied to a purpose for which they 
were never destined—he has wrought out his formidable conclu- 
sions. We indicate, however, no definite opinion regarding the 
precise numbers exhibited in certain parts of the Pentateuch, or 
of the other historical books of Scripture. In various places they 
are involved in difficulties; and it has been readily admitted by 
sensible expositors, that, from the risk attending the transcrip- 
tion of manuscripts,—also from the mode of expressing numbers 
in ancient times by letters of the alphabet, the force of which 
was increased tenfold, or an hundredfold, by certain marks 
placed over them, —mistakes might occasionally creep into copies, 
sometimes by the exchange of one letter for another, sometimes 
by the accidental omission or addition of the marks. In certain 
cases, they have almost certainly done so; and one of these, 
some have thought, might be found in the case of the first-born, 
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for whom in the wilderness the Levites were substituted to do 
special service to God. It is a case strongly urged by Dr 
Colenso; for of males above a month old, there were found 
among the other tribes, 22,273—showing a first-born to some- 
where about 42 of the males generally, and of course implying, 
on that supposition, an average of 43 males to every family. 
This is incredible. Either there must be some mistake in the 
numbers, or the first-born meant must have been, not all such, 
but those only who had not yet households of their own—those 
from one to twenty years old, or so. It was most probably such 
only who in Egypt were reckoned the first-born—the first in- 
crease of each separate household, and, as such, naturally repre- 
senting the whole. This is the view adopted by many com- 
mentators, and to us it appears a perfectly natural and proper 
one. It to a nearness removes the difficulty above noticed ; since 
not more, perhaps, than about a third of all who had been first- 
born would in that case be taken into account. Some, however, 
prefer the other mode of explanation: they would reduce the 
gross numbers of the population, which they conceive to have 
been unduly magnified by errors of transcription." 

But, apart from all specific cases and matters of detail, about 
which it is vain to expect an entire agreement among critical 
writers, there are a few general considerations, bearing on the 
subject as a whole, which are too apt to be overlooked by such 
writers, and which we would briefly present to the minds of those 
who are disposed to take a calm and reasonable view of things. 
First of all, there is the practical difficulty, or, as we may rather 
say, the impossibility, of exhibiting an account of the transactions 
which must have taken place in the early history of Israel and 

' The Rev. Dr Forbes, of Edinburgh, has recently, through several channels, 
advocated the latter mode. He supposes that a change in the notation has 
somehow crept into the Hebrew codices equivalent to what the addition of a 
cipher would make in a modern account. He partly grounds this on the fact, 
that in both the first and the second census (Num, iii. xxvi.), the numbers of 
each tribe always end in a cipher—46,500, 59,300, etc.; while the numbers of 
the first-born are given to a unit—22,273, in this case, he thinks, showing ex- 
actness. Reducing thus the gross number by cutting off a cipher, or dividing 
by ten, the proportion of the first-born to each family would be about 4:2; and 
the whole foree of grown men would be, not 600,000, but 60,000. The method, 
however, is open to this objection, that the gross number of the Levites—namely, 
22,000—being nearly equal to the number of the first-born, he is obliged to 
regard this as the correct number of the Levites; while, in the case of all the 
other tribes, he strikes off a cipher, and, instead of tens of thousands, finds only 
thousands. Why not strike off a cipher here also, and make only 2200? Or, 
how should Levi have come to be five or six times as large as the other tribes ? 
This seems quite inexplicable; and, indeed, the numbers of the several tribes 
occur so frequently, and with so much circumstantiality, that we doubt ex- 
tremely if any satisfactory solution can come from an alteration in these. 
Ewald, with all his arbitrary freedoms, holds here to the substantial correctness 
of the text, and points to indications of greater fertility at a remote period as 
partly reiicving the difficulty (Geschichte, ii., p. 254-5). 
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their fathers, so as to be free from all apparent grounds of 
exception. It is easy to start plausible objections against even 
the best ascertained facts of history, especially when they have 
been of a remarkable nature, and distinguished characters have 
played a leading part in them. This was very cleverly exhibited, 
some years ago, with reference more particularly to the questions 
agitated concerning the recorded transactions of Gospel history, 
by Archbishop Whately, in his ‘ Historic Doubts relative to 
Napoleon Bonaparte, showing how utterly improbable the ac- 
counts were of such a strange and eventful career as his. The 
doubts were as fairly raised as many of those relating to primeval 
and early Israelitish history, and only failed to gain currency 
from the freshness of the transactions, and the multiplicity of the 
evidence on their side. Where such evidence, however, is want- 
ing, and ingenuity can ply at will its efforts in discovering impro- 
babilities, is it wonderful that they should assume a formidable 
appearance? [ut let the persons who delight in conjuring up 
these, take upon them the more onerous part of giving what they 
conceive to be the true account of matters, and we venture to say 
they will soon find themselves met with a host of objections. It 
is as certain as almost anything in ancient history can be, that 
the family of Jacob did sojourn for a considerable time in Egypt, 
did make their escape amid signal displays of power from the 
grasp of Pharaoh, wander long in the desert, and, at the close, 
effect the conquest of the land of Canaan. The facts have some- 
how to be accounted for—how is it to be done? If the numbers 
ascribed to Israel in the Pentateuch prove the great stumbling- 
block, then make them, with the French commentator Laborde, 
instead of 600,000 full-grown men, only 600. No doubt such a 
limited company, with their families and flocks, might easily 
enough be sustained in the desert,—our Colensos would be no- 
ways troubled with puzzling calculations,—but how should the 
puny host achieve for itself conquests so difficult, and grow in a 
few generations to a place and influence so mighty? Take the 
more reasonable number of 60,000, which has pleased others, then, 
as this would imply a total of near a quarter of a million, the 
difficulties connected with the maintenance of such a company in 
the wilderness for a succession of years may still be regarded as 
insuperable by merely natural means; while to gain and keep 
possession of the territory of Canaan and the adjoining countries 
to the east of Jordan in thre face of many powerful adversaries, the 
force would seem much too limited. We adhere to the scriptural 
account as not only more trustworthy, but also more feasible and 
consistent (when fairly considered), than any yet propounded. 
Dr Davidson has not, any more than Dr Colenso, tried to mend 
the account of the exodus and the sojourn in the wilderness ;_ but 
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he has not been so reserved on some of the earlier portions of the 
history. He has laboured especially to put things right concern- 
ing the myth, or, as he rather delights to call it, the philosopheme 
of paradise and the fall; and having reduced the whole to plain 
language, he finds under it the truth of man’s advance from 
simple innocence, or a kind of half-idiotic, sensuous existence, 
not far removed from the brutes, to moral freedom and indepen- 
dence,—a noble effort, though accompanied with some excess. 
So that the history of the fall becomes in his hands only a sort of 
Jsop’s fable, and so much inferior to those known by that name, 
that instead of an allegorical lesson which all could understand, it 
has proved to the great mass of readers only a perplexing and 
misleading riddle. Respecting such new wine of the higher cri- 
ticism, we unhesitatingly say that the old is better. 

Another point worthy of serious and thoughtful regard in this 
connection, is the striking vindication which recent discoveries 
have afforded of the earlier accounts of Scripture,—accounts 
which, prior to those discoveries, were as fiercely assailed with 
objections from rationalistic critics as the parts now more imme- 
diately attacked. It is little more than a quarter of a century 
since the rationalists of the day, such as Vater, Von Bohlen, 
Tuch, took exception to many statements and allusions in Genesis 
and Exodus as defective in correct knowledge respecting the con- 
dition and manners of ancient Egypt; unmistakeable proofs 
were detected of persons having written them belonging to an- 
other country or a later time. Bricks, it was alleged, were not 
used as materials for building in Egypt, and some one who lived 
on the banks of the Euphrates had transferred what he saw there 
to those of the Nile; it was contrary to the sacredness ascribed 
in Keypt to animal life to represent the feasting in Joseph’s 
house as consisting so much of animal food; the butler’s dream 
about the vine and grapes could not have occurred to any one 
acquainted with Egypt till centuries after the exodus, for the cul- 
tivation of the vine was not introduced there till a comparatively 
late period; nor was writing known, at least not known so as to 
be freely and familiarly used, to the extent implied in the minute 
and complicated legislation of Moses. Such were some of the 
charges brought against the books of Moses at the period re- 
ferred to, and urged with the greatest confidence in proof of 
their supposititious and non-historical character. How do these 
books stand related to them now? Is it the assailants or 
the assailed that in the present day are ashamed to lift their 
heads? By a wonderful evolution in providence, the Egypt of 
the Pharaohs, so long buried, came to be, in a manner, exhumed. ; 
her long-lost treasures have been brought to light ; and in the 
records of her sculptured monuments and painted sepulchres she 
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has herself borne witness to the character of the times in which 
Joseph ruled, and Moses led forth the armies of his people. But 
in every case it is a witness for the faithfulness of the Bible 
story, and against the shallow presumption of its accusers. It 
was the want of more specific information which brought its 
credit as a historical record into peril, not the too great abundance 
of it; in proportion as our knowledge grew, the verisimilitude 
of the sacred narrative was established, and the old attacks 
have ceased to be heard. Nor is it only in the particular depart- 
ment of Egyptian antiquities that this has happened ; examples 
of the same description, though Jess palpable and varied, have 
occurred in other directions. The discovery of Assyrian remains, 
and more thorough investigation of historical movements and 
relations in that part of Asia, have in some instances signally 
confirmed, while in none have they invalidated, the truth of Scrip- 
ture. It is but a few years since, that Winer, Hitzig, and others 
of the same school, charged the prophecy of Ezekiel respecting 
the taking of Tyre by Nebuchadnezzar (ch. xxvi.) with failure ; 
they held the extant evidence to be clear against it ; but a more 
careful and patient sifting of that evidence, aided by the fresh 
light that has recently been shed on the field of inquiry, has 
resulted in the full vindication of the prophetic announcement.’ 
We could point to other examples; but these may suffice. And 
we ask, if all this should be without bearing upon the contro- 
versies under discussion? It may be, that on certain portions 
of the disputed territory research has already done its utmost ; 
and that no future efforts shall be able to bring forth from their 
lurking-places such fresh testimonies from a remote antiquity as 
would materially tell on the questions at issue. But the Bible 
is, in a sense, one book—the book of God’s covenant: it bears 
throughout the sanction of His name, carries the stamp of Ilis 
authority ; and in so remarkably directing the progress of events 
as to bring up from the tomb of ages a whole series of attesta- 
tions to authenticate its testimony, where it had been suspected 
and assailed, He has, in a manner, guaranteed its truthfulness 
on those other related portions, which possibly admit of no such 
attestations in their favour. 

Still further, let the general character of those ancient recor«s 
of God’s dealings in the past be considered, especially their fresh 
moral tone, or, as we may rather put it, their marked spiritual 
elevation, ever depreciating the human and exalting the divine. 
What temptation was there for the authors of such records to 
falsify the truth of things? What interest could they expect to 
serve byit? In the progress of mere earthly kingdoms one can 
easily understand how a tendency to the exaggerated and the 
' See Movers Das Phen. Alterthum, c. ii. 




















The Pentateuch glorifies God, not Man. 69 


fabulous may develop itself; because, in such cases, there na- 
turally springs up a posthumous desire to make the early rise of 
the nation pregnant with its future destinies, and throw a heroic 
lustre around the persons of its founders and heads. But here 
the case is entirely different. It is the divine, and not the human, 
that is encircled with honour. The glory of all flesh is stained— 
stained alike in connection with every successive stage of the 
history, and with the most distinguished actors in its movements. 
The wonders of which it speaks, the achievements it chronicles, 
the triumphs it celebrates, are God’s—not only in the absence of 
man’s excellence or virtue, but often also in spite of his weakness 
and folly. Even Abraham, the first father of the chosen seed, has 
nothing whereof to boast before God: it is for what he receives 
from above, much more than for what he does, that so high a 
place is assigned him in the counsels of heaven ; the workings of 
sin and shame are ever alternating in his history with the actings 
of super-earthly grace and goodness ; and it is in the legends ot 
profane story rather than the severe and simple annals of sacred 
Scripture, that he appears with the glory and renown of a heroic 
Arab chieftain.’ Still more is this seen in the case of the im- 
mediate founders and patriarchal heads of the covenant people ; 
it is as if two counter forces were perpetually struggling for the 
mastery—the goodness of God on the one side, and on the other 
the perversity and wickedness of man. But for the singular fore- 
thought and merciful interposition of Heaven, through the instru- 
mentality of Joseph, the family would have gone to perdition, 
covered with the shame of manifold iniquities. Even after being 
settled with distinguished marks of divine favour and protection 
in Egypt, the iniquity of their heels soon compasses them about ; 
they sink in deep mire; and when deliverance comes, it needs 
to be, in a manner, forced upon them—yea, forced upon the very 
man who ultimately becomes the instrument of effecting it. 
Throughout the marvellous history that foliows, it is uniformly 
God that works, putting to shame the fears, and exceeding the 
expectations, alike of Moses and the people. It is God that 
1We regret to see that Dr Stanley, in his recent volume of ‘ Lectures on the 
History of the Jewish Church’ (a volume which presents all that charm of vivid 
narrative and real life that makes all his writings so delightful reading), lays so 
much stress on these legends in the case of Abraham—following, in this, the 
example of his great master Ewald, and, like him, well-nigh obliterating the 
landmarks between the legendary and the historical, the profane and the sacred. 
Nor is this a solitary instance: in the estimate that is formed of individual 
characters and events, tradition is constantly mixed up with Scripture—perhaps 
we should rather say, Scripture itself is only held to be a higher kind of tradition ; 
even the letter to King Abgarus—almost universally esteemed a forgery—is 
treated as probably a writing of Christ (p. 433); and so also in the constitution 
and ordinances of the Church, Christian as well as Jewish, heathenism is repre- 
sented as contributing largely to make things not merely what they actually 
were and have become, but what is acquiesced in as right and proper (pp. 96, 97). 
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legislates, and in the legislation appears intent upon nothing 
more than how to repress the fountain of corruption in His people, 
and prevent its sinfulness from overflowing. In spite of all re- 
straints, judgment must ever and anon break forth to avenge the 
iniquity that abounds ; so that the wilderness which was the 
witness of God’s most astonishing wonders in their behalf, remains 
the perpetual monument of their backsliding and rebellious dis- 
position. Is this, we ask, a story that seems fashioned after the 
liking of later generations, and garnished with the hues of human 
fancy? Could men venture to lie thus for the Holy One? Have 
they ever done so in the legends of other nations? Nowhere 
can a parallel be found to it; and the spirit of godly simplicity 
that pervades these records of primeval and patriarchal times, the 
constant respect that is had in them to the divine will and glory, 
as contrasted with all that is of man, is the best guarantee of their 
truthfulness, and carries with it an embodied protest against every 
attempt to charge them with deliberate fraud or corruption. 
Passing now from the credibility to the Mosaic authorship of 
the Pentateuch,—a subject not formally treated by Colenso, but 
discussed at great length by Davidson,—a very few words must 
suffice. Indeed, the particular investigation of it—dealing as it 
does with minute criticisms on words and verses—would be out 
of place in a general Review. But, as previously noticed, it is 
not necessary, in maintaining the divine authority and historical 
truthfulness of the Pentateuch, to maintain also that in all its 
parts it came directly from the pen of Moses. The book of 
Genesis, which relates to periods antecedent to the time of Moses, 
presents the aspect of a compilation, rather than of the continuous 
narrative of a single writer: it is obviously made up of a succes- 
sion of separate pieces; and the relation of Moses to them may 
have been, probably was, no more than that of one who accredited 
and arranged materials already existing,—much like the Evan- 
gelist Luke, in respect to the accounts of the eye-witnesses and 
ministers of the word, which he set himself to collect and com- 
municate. That the Jews, both of earlier and later times, have 
ever connected the book with the authority of Moses, as its col- 
lector and authenticator, if not its author in the stricter sense, 
admits of no doubt. In the current language of our Lord’s 
time, in His own language, and that of the apostles, Moses’ name 
was certainly associated with the book of the law generally, 
which comprised the historical memoirs of Genesis, as well as the 
detailed representations and precepts of the other books. Dr 
Davidson has said, that ‘the old Jews never thought of regard- 
ing their legislator as a historian. Philo himself always terms 
him the dawgiver, never the historian’ (p. 113). It had been 
well, if, before inditing such a positive and emphatic deliverance, 
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Dr Davidson had been at the pains to look into ‘ Philo’s Life of 
Moses,’ where he would have found Philo not only acknowledg- 
ing and praising the historical merits of Moses, but formally dis- 
cussing the question why, in his histories, he should have ascended 
to the very period of creation, and preserved so many ancient 
genealogies, '—plainly implying that, in common with the Jews 
of his time, Philo connected Genesis, as well as the other books 
of the Pentateuch, with the name and authority of the lawgiver. 

The course, however, that has been pursued by the higher 
criticism, is predominantly of an internal and analytical kind; 
and it pays little regard to those later or external testimonies, 
even when they are perfectly explicit in their evidence; for it 
rather busies itself with an uncritical age. It connects them with 
the writings themselves which compose the Pentateuch; and, by 
a minute investigation of the style, the idioms, the allusions, the 
general tone and character of the productions, undertakes to 
assign each section, and even particular clauses and verses of 
sections, to their respective periods or authors. It is not denied, 
that a certain nucleus, or heart of the legal portions, may be 
ascribed to Moses, although there is no proper agreement as to 
the particular portions; and even such as are connected with his 
hand are not conceded in precisely their present form. Dr David- 
son, who occupies, if not the highest, yet one of the higher 
benches of the school, will not allow that even the section con- 
taining the ten commandments appears now as it proceeded from 
the hand of Moses. There are endless diversities among the 
writers of this school in regard to the authorship of particular 
parts. The greatest and most characteristic differences have 
been in respect to the number of hands employed in the com- 
position of the books, and the parts they respectively played in 
the matter. There has been a whole series of hypotheses, each 
attempting to improve upon its predecessor (the same persons, 
such as De Wette and Ewald, sometimes propounding more 
hypotheses than one). They began in a comparatively simple 
form, and were applied chiefly with refererice to Genesis ; accord- 
ing to them, there were two streams of narrative, distinguished 
from each other more particularly by the predominant use in the 
one of the name Elohim for God, and in the other Jehovah— 
hence called the Elohist and Jehovist sections; then they pro- 
ceeded to determine the relation of these more nearly to each 
other, and to the discovering of traces of them also in the other 
books, as well as Genesis, until the whole Pentateuch came to be 
mapped out, not simply between two authors, who showed a 
predilection for one or other of the names of God (this hypo- 
thesis proved quite insufficient), but, along with these, a pre- 
'Philonis Opera, Mangey, p. 660. 
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Elohist, a younger Elohist, and a Redactor, who overhauled the 
materials afresh, and applied certain finishing touches to the 
whole. Including the Deuteronomist, who is sometimes held to 
be the same as one of these, sometimes as a separate person, there 
were altogether five or six distinct hands supposed to have been 
at work in elaborating the Pentateuch, none of them earlier than 
the later period of the Judges, and the last contemporary with 
Josiah. Placing Deuteronomy by itself, however, and reckoning 
what one party calls the pre-Elohist as the same with what an- 
other calls the junior Elohist, there remain four distinct authors, 
among whom are apportioned the different pieces which compose 
the four first books of Moses. 

We have before us a Hebrew Bible, coloured so as to represent 
to the eye this singular species of Mosaic (literally, however, 
what is non-Mosaic), formed in accordance with the findings 
of its two latest representatives—Vaihinger (in Herzog’s Ency- 
clopedia) and Dr Davidson. The handwriting of the Elohist, 
as forming the ground-element of the whole, stands in the 
native black and white; the pre-Elohist of Vaihinger, the junior 
Elohist of Davidson, is tinged with yellow; the Jehovist is 
marked in blue; the Redactor shines in red; and certain por- 
tions, which are so mixed that the higher criticism has not yet 
succeeded in disentangling the component elements, are streaked 
with various hues, leaving them to be reckoned meanwhile as a 
community of goods. ‘The result is, the most ridiculous and 
grotesque-looking thing in the shape of a literary composition 
that can well be imagined. Some of the pages remind one of 
the gay and chequered appearance of a piece of Scotch tartan— 
so frequently and sharply does one colour alternate with another, 
exhibiting often eight and ten, sometimes as many as fifteen and 
sixteen, varieties in a page. Nor is it merely the number and 
frequency of the alternations that strikes one, but often also their 
smallness, strangeness, arbitrariness, considered in the light of 
additions from an independent source, as if thrust in one scarcely 
can tell why or how, in such a place and way. Thus, in the 
second chapter of Genesis, which, from ver. 3, is reckoned Jeho- 
vistic, we have a little red patch in ver. 9, indicating that the 
words equivalent, in our English Bibles, to ‘and the tree of life, 
is the handiwork of the late Redactor. Previous to his time, the 
Israelites, it seems, had known of a paradise, but with no tree of 
life in it. In the account of the deluge, ch. vii., the first four 
verses are blue, the Jehovist relating God’s command to Noah 
to gather into the ark clean beasts by sevens, and unclean by 
twos, for in seven days the flood was to come; then the next 
five verses, in plain white and black, tell us of Noah’s obedience, 
the Elohist’s account—dashed, however, with nearly a line of red, 
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to indicate the following interpolation of the Redactor in ver. 8, 
after beasts, ‘the clean, and of beasts that are not clean ;’ then 
ver. 10 is marked blue, as a Jehovist portion, containing this 
simple statement—‘ And it came to pass after seven days, that the 
waters of the flood were upon the earth ;’ in ver. 11, the Elohist 
tells of the year of Noah’s life when he entered the ark, and how 
the flood commenced; while the next verse, ‘And the rain was 
upon the earth forty days and forty nights, is clothed in the 
blue badge of the later Jehovist. And so on. 

Does not this look like learning run mad? _ It is utterly in- 
credible that any book of even second or third rate importance 
and ability—especially that a book like the Pentateuch, which 
has exercised the most powerful influence over the church of 
God, is pregnant with the germs of all future revelations, con- 
tains, as Tiersch has well expressed it, ‘ God’s treasure-house of 
mysteries laid up for all eternity ’—should have owed its existence 
to such patching and mending from a set of unknown and casual 
contributors. Never have great and germinative works, even in 
human literature, been so produced ; and it shocks men’s religious 
sensibilities, as well as aftronts their reason, to attempt to per- 
suade them that such has been the origin of the fundamental 
records of God’s revelation to mankind. The mere exhibition 
in our halls of learning of such a parti-coloured Bible as the one 
before us, would go far, we are convinced, to expose the folly of 
these attempts, and lead those who have learning enough to 
read the Scriptures in the original tongue, and the sterling com- 
modity of common sense to use it, to estimate at their proper 
value the pretensions and results of the criticism in question. 

No doubt there are literary characteristics of the Pentateuch 
which serve to give a colour to some points in the criticism, and 
which are not unattended with difficulty. We cannot enter into 
these, but must refer to Macdonald’s work, and works of a similar 
nature (those of Hengstenberg, Kurtz, Hiivernick, particularly 
the recent commentaries of Delitzsch on Genesis, and Keil on the 
Pentateuch, still accessible only in German), where they will 
find the several peculiarities discussed, and, for the most part, 
reasonably explained. If in some things they differ from one 
another, and even sharply oppose each other, they still do not 
differ nearly so much as the critics of the higher school; and 
with the exception, perhaps, of Hengstenberg, exhibit little of 
that offensive and dogmatizing confidence which, as a rule, 
characterizes the others. We content ourselves with stating 
generally our conviction, after having paid some attention to the 
subject, that the grammatical peculiarities and general structure 
of the Pentateuch are very much as they might be expected to 
be, according to the common belief of their antiquity and origin ; 
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that certain indications of a later time, connected with names of 

laces, modes of expression (such as, ‘ unto this day’), etc., might 
Pe, and we doubt not often were, subsequently introduced, for 
the purpose of rendering needed explanations, or giving fresh 
attestation to what had been said or done; that the diversity in 
the use of the names of God is frequently explicable from the 
nature of the transactions recorded (though we are inclined to 
think, with Delitzsch, that they are not wholly explicable, and 
that there is pretty strong evidence, on this ground, for distin- 
guishing the hand of more than one narrator in Genesis, yet not 
of any one posterior to the age of Moses) ; that the omissions 
alleged in one class of passages, the double narratives in another, 
the anticipations of the future in a third, require nothing more 
for their explanation than a due account of the circumstances of 
the time, and a belief in the divine calling and prospects of 
Israel ;—in short, that the Pentateuch, when properly viewed, is 
a united and consistent whole, beginning, where it should begin, 
with the creation of the world, because the original of Isracl’s 
being and of His law reach up to the commencement of the world 
and its history, and ending where it should end, with the death 
of Moses, whose impress it throughout bears. For Moses (as 
Delitzsch has justly said) belonged to those greater spirits, in 
whom the ripened end of one historical period coalesces with the 
creative commencement of another—in whom a long past culmi- 
nates, and a far-reaching future takes its rise. He was the end 
of the patriarchal age, and the beginning of the age of law ; from 
whom we accordingly expect, as we actually find, a practical 
combining of fresh revelations with the preparatory acts and 
announcements of patriarchal and primeval times. We devoutly 
thank God for such a man, and for the wonderful collection of 
writings which stand indissolubly connected with his name ; and 
we doubt not that the assaults which the rationalistic spirit of the 
age has been raising against them, will end in their more com- 
plete vindication, and in the Church’s obtaining a deeper insight 
into their manifold and varied instruction.! 


1 We regret that several of the works that have just appeared in answer to 
Dr Colenso’s, have been received too late to be specially noticed in this article. 
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Art. II.—1. ‘ Christopher North? a Memoir of John Wilson, 
late Professor of Moral Philosophy in the University of 
Edinburgh, compiled from Family Papers and other sources. 
By his Daughter, Mrs Gorpon. 2 vols. Edmonston and 
Douglas, Edinburgh. 1862. 

2. The Works of Professor Wilson (Christopher North). Edited 
by his Son-in-law, Professor FErrter. 12 vols. Black- 
wood and Sons, Edinburgh. [Including the Noctes Am- 
brosiana, 4 vols. ; Essays, Critical and Imaginative, 4 vols. ; 
On Homer and his Translators, and the Recreations of 
Christopher North, 2 vols.; Lights and Shadows of Scottish 
Life; Margaret Lindsay, and the Foresters, 1 vol. ; the 
City of the Plaque, Isle of Palms, and other Poems, 1 vol.] 


FALsTAFF, in one of those unctuous moral lectures which he 
was accustomed to inflict on his absent friends, alludes to a 
certain starved justice who resembled ‘a man made after supper 
of a cheese-paring.’ Whatever Justice Shallow may have been, 
Professor Wilson was no cheese-paring. He was every inch a 
man—in a wider, if not in a truer sense, than could be said of 
almost any man of genius before him. In him, nature turned 
out six feet of as fine workmanship as she, in her most gracious 
moods, bestows on any of the children of men. And to this 
remarkable gift of nature, there was added the soul of the poet. 
With much less poetical intensity and power than Burns, with 
far less of the genuine white heat of genius, he was nevertheless 
as full as he of all the physical accidents, accessories, and aids of 
true imagination. Externally, the man was as much on fire ; 
his blood was as hot; the passion raged in him, while it lasted, 
with as much visible vehemence; and ‘his hand would have 
burnt you,’ as some one said of the ploughman. If he had less 
of the true fervour of song in him, we must lay the charge on 
the proper shoulders. His singing power was indeed limited, 
hampered, confined, probably by the very perfection of the house 
that held his soul. The greatest geniuses the world has known 
were not miracles of physical strength. Were not Homer and 
Milton blind? Was not Virgil asthmatic? Was not Dante 
weak-eyed? And did not Shakspeare probably die of a con- 
sumption ?* There is alimit to the cultivation and development 
of the physique of a man of genius consistent with mental 
creation, just, on the other hand, as very few men of genius, 
or any kind of head work, give sufficient heed to their bodies. 
* See Coleridge’s Notes on Shakspeare. 
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Nature has set her black seal upon all extremes, which we mor- 
tals break at our peril. Wilson had neither power nor patience 
to be a great poet, but he had sufficient power and patience to 
be a very good prose writer. In reading his poems, one is always 
annoyed by their want of substance. There are plenty of fancies, 
which stud his pages as thickly as partridges stud a field of stubble 
in autumn, but one rarely comes across a good poetical image. 
One is always starting what one believes will prove a roebuck ; 
but after giving it chase over the moorish wastes for a full hour, 
it turns out to be only a silly hare. This is provoking. In his 
essays, again, this is seldom the case. He seems more at ease 
himself, and he puts his reader more at ease. And while there 
is more of the long, thin lambent glister of sheet lightning than 
of the zig-zag forked thunderbolt about his prose, it is neverthe- 
less light-bearing, and as such possessing an inevitable attraction 
for his readers. In the ‘Noctes,’ and ¢ Christopher in his Sporting 
Jacket,’ one occasionally hears the pawing of the divine steeds 
which Apollo harnesses, but the reader is hardly ever borne to 
the zenith on this car of the sun; the mettled coursers take fright 
at something ere the day has well dawned. Now and then he 
pipes as sweetly as if Pan himself blew upon the quills, or like 
Sydney’s Arcadian shepherd, who ‘piped as though he should 
never grow old.’ It was, in truth, when Wilson drew upon the 
resources of his actual experience, that he shone most ; and every 
one, we believe, likes his prose much better than his verse, if 
he takes the trouble of reading both. In his walking and 
leaping, his boxing and fishing, his boating and cock-fighting, he 
tugs at the breast of old mother Nature with a vehemence that 
appals us. But it is pleasure he is in search of, and he knows 
he has come to the proper quarter to ask for it. She is a coy 
matron he is importuning, but there is one argument which she 
must obey; and that he knows. He has made up his mind to 
be foremost in nearly all out-door sports, and hazards, and ven- 
tures ; and when did Nature not obey the behest of the success- 
ful man, provided he went about his work in an honest way ? 
Miracles and signs in days past, it was said, attended the su- 
‘ene fortunate man on his path, just as the sword of the 
ucky Athelstane clove an ell of black whinstone rock from the 
foundations of Dunbar Castle, in token of his natural lordship 
over the surrounding districts. Wilson, too, was ‘the greatest 
leaper and boxer in England.” And he could not only leap 
farther, walk farther, box better, wrestle better than other men ; 
he sung ‘ Auld Langsyne’ so as to dash tears into grave men’s 
eyes, and many of his essays they rapturously pronounced im- 
mortal. It is this straightforward, headlong, wilful, earnest sort 
of way of wringing from the world whatever laughter-moving 
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pleasure-giving essence was in it, that astonishes men in Wilson. 
As old Marvel sings, 


‘ He tore his pleasures with rough strife 
Thorough the iron gates of life.’ 


A nobler, truer, more simple-hearted man than he was, was not 
in broad Scotland, with all his occasional rhodomontade. His 
love for his wife resembled that of Hercules for Omphale. His 
affection for his students was unbounded ; and, indeed, his liking 
for all mankind, except Cockneys, was real and true. 

John Wilson was a west country man, born in Paisley on the 
18th of May 1785, in a house part of which is now held sacred 
as a lecture-room, under the cognomen of ‘Wilson Hall.’ Paisley 
is a dingy, sooty, irregular kind of old town, standing on the 
banks of the Cart, which, from a quite inexplicable freak of 
nomination, has the adjunct ‘ White’ attached to it here. The 
town is noted for more than silk-gauze, or Cashmere shawls. It 
has reared more men of genius and mark than any town of the 
sane population probably in Great Britain.” Wilson’s father was 
a well-to-do gauze manufacturer,—of linen gauze, we presume, 
silk gauze being only introduced the year before the lad’s birth. 
The old gentleman was in no way notable, save for his integrity,— 
one of the things, surely, that should endear every human soul to 
us. His mother was a Sym, sister to tall, slim ¢ Timothy Tickler’ 
of the Noctes, and said to be a distant descendant of the great 
Marquis of Montrose. It is here we catch the first glimpse of 
an apology for Wilson’s Toryism; more, perhaps, than by 
searching a summer’s day among the threads of his father’s 
gauze. John Wilson was the fourth child and first son of a 
family of ten children, and was a poet and sportsman from his 
cradle. Of whom he took his imaginative turn, and his liking 
for all manner of rollicking out-door sports, does not appear ; for 
he says again and again in subsequent years, that his mother, 
who was a very practical woman, never understood him. When 
the young sportsman has hardly escaped his nurse’s apron-strings, 
he trudges off a full mile to where a ‘wee burnie’ promised a 
fish, and there solemnly casts his crooked pin, and draws forth 
his first ‘take,’ full two ounces in weight! And the future Pro- 
fessor of Moral Philosophy astonishes and delights the entire 


‘It may be worth noticing that Wilson was thus three years older than Byron, 
seven years older than Shelley, eleven years older than Keats, all of whom he 
saw off the stage before he left Elleray in 1825. He was fifteen years the junior 
of Wordsworth, thirteen of Coleridge, thirteen of Hogg, eleven of Southey, and 
fourteen of Sir Walter Scott. 

? Principal Baird, Wilson the ornithologist, Tannahill the poet, R. A. Smith 
he composer, and a host of minor names, all hail from Paisley as their native 
town. 
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nursery by starting up on a chair in full canonicals, and deliver- 
ing himself of the following fervid and naughty discourse :— 
‘ There was a fish, and it was a deil o’ a fish, and it was ill to its 
young anes.’ 

When school-days came, Wilson was foremost among his 
compeers, as he had previously been in his own nursery ; fore- 
most at his tasks, and foremost in the playground. With the 
Rev. Mr M‘Letchie, in his ‘wild, moorland, sylvan, pastoral 
parish of Mearns,’ as Wilson calls it, he was much at home, both 
in the way of work and play. And his highly susceptible nature 
—so full of sympathy for grief and joy in every form—found 
abundance to interest it among the cottages of the poor. Here 
he read, and fished, and ‘ blunderbussed,’ and flirted ; and stored 
his mind with a rich stock of experience, which the readers of 
his essays in Blackwood were afterwards permitted to enjoy. On 
one occasion, he was returning in great haste from a stolen 
angling excursion, when he was overtaken by a mist, and had 
the supreme satisfaction of witnessing a peaseweep and ler young 
ones, that, like him, had been overtaken by the mist, and, like 
him too, were wandering about bewildered in search of shelter ! 
This adventure reminds us of a similar one in which the wits of 
the man were as much at fault as the wits of the boy now, when, 
in a thick fog, in the moor of Rannoch, Mrs Wilson and he lost 
their way for the better part of an afternoon. He left Mearns 
for good, and came home to Paisley to see his father die. This 
lad, so full of strength and animal spirits, of noise too, and 
bluster, swooned over the grave of his father as the clods rattled 
on his coftin! Not an every-day event this, by any means, with 
such a physique as his. Time will ultimately tell us more of this 
susceptibility to grief. 

In 1797, he entered Professor Jardine’s family to attend 
Glasgow College, where he remained till 1803, writing essays, 
reading Greek, studying logic, sparring, running, leaping, poet- 
izing, and making love; and foremost, too, in nearly all these 
efforts. He writes along, stiff, clever, boyish letter to Wordsworth 
respecting his Lyrical Ballads, then recently published, the 
peculiar youthfulness of which comes out much more in the au- 
thoritative tone that he assumes to the poet, than in any notable 
blemishes of style. Wordsworth takes it all in good part, and 
replies in an elaborate and interesting letter. For a clever well- 
to-do youth, with L.50,000 in his own right, what was there 
better than to become a gentleman-commoner at Oxford? No 
doubt he would have full scope there for getting over the 
vagabond period of his genius, if he was so disposed ; but in 
‘many-towered Oxford’ he would have ample opportunity, be- 
sides, to lay the basis of an opulent scholarship, and for forming 
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valuable friendships. ‘To Oxford, accordingly, he went in June 
1803, and entered himself a gentleman-commoner of Magdalen 
College. We believe that he went there with the intention of 
being a very hard worker, as his college diaries and common- 
place books show; but an old attachment to a ‘ Miss M..,’ an 
orphan, who lived at Dychmont, near Glasgow, in whose society 
he used to spend many happy hours, as well as the free life of the 
place, seem ultimately to have upset his plans, and to have led 
him into irregular habits. On the street, one night, he soothes 
the ire of a Proctor, who challenges him for making a row, by 
repeating nearly the whole of Pope’s Hssay on Man! We have 
heard of rocks and trees being moved by the sound of a well- 
known lyre; but for poetry to have the power of taming a Col- 
lege Proctor, is something quite new in literature. Then he 
boxes so ‘ gamely,’ that not a man in Oxford, of gown or town, 
who could either ‘ give’ or ‘take,’ but boasted to have punished, 
or to have been punished by, ‘ Wilson of St Mallens.’ De 
Quincey, who was a fellow-student of his at Oxford, gives some 
very interesting notices of his college life, unfortunately buried 
away, with much else of value, among heaps of rubbish in out-of- 
the-way magazines.’ Then Wilson writes in a half-repentant 
tone, and promises to his ‘ dear Bob’ to mend his ‘ too hard’ liv- 
ing and his dissipated life; the truth being, that he had been 
accustomed of late to drink too much wine, and to muddle him- 
self with laudanum, all for the sake of the ‘ orphan maid.’ In this 
bewildered, distracted state, he writes in great excitement to his 
friend Findlay, on August 16, 1803, swearing that some day he 
will perhaps blow his brains out, and there will be an end of the 
matter; and more fustian of that sort, which one is astonished to 
find from one who usually writes so sensibly. No doubt he had 
much more sensibility than falls to the share of nine-tenths of 
men; but that was no reason why he should stupify himself with 
opiurm,—brain, moral sense, and feeling,—and talk ‘ perhaps some 
day’ of blowing out his brains. But the terror of his degree 
examination begins to frighten him into Greek and good hours ; 
and he writes, in the most excited manner, to his friend Blair, who 
lived not far off from him, that if he (Blair) does not come up to 
Oxford immediately and help him, he is sure to be plucked. 
Instead of this, he came off with flying colours at his examina- 
tion. ‘I got my degree cum laude, he writes; ‘a matter cer- 
tainly of indifference to me” And so it was at the time—the 
‘orphan maid,’ and his mother’s hostility to her, because she was 
too poor, obviously running much more in his mind. ‘ My mother 
would die if this [marriage] happened between me and Miss M.’ 
So the marriage was broken off. And so this poor girl (for 
’ See, in particular, the Edinburgh Literary Gazetie. 
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poverty, it would appear, from the mysterious hints that one 
gathers from Mrs Gordon’s narrative, was her only fault), whose 
affections had been literally besieged into compliance by Wilson’s 
importunities, finds her love and trust blown back into her face 
as soon as she bestowed them on him. We have known of men 
of sober prose doing weak things : we have known of poets doing 
weaker things: we have known of men, while sowing their wild 
oats, as it is euphuistically phrased, breaking the hearts of fair 
women by the dozen; but nothing we know strikes us as more 
harsh than Wilson’s conduct to this poor girl. We have known 
of men, with no pretensions to poetry, who would have gone to 
Timbuctoo or Kamschatka, rather than have injured the feelings 
of one they loved, and whose affections they had so systematically 
solicited. No doubt Wilson was ruled by a regard to his mother’s 
feelings; but, with all deference, we think that another person’s 
feelings should have been consulted in this case, even before hers. 
We are sorry to have to make those remarks regarding a man 
who, in other respects, was as honourable and honest as ever 
lived. 

The hour of Wilson’s departure from Oxford had now come, 
and he had not, so far as we know, made up his mind what to 
make of himself. His open heart and his open hand, his wan- 
dering to and fro over England and Ireland, had got him a con- 
siderable distance on the other side of the ‘necessary L.400 a 
year,’ at which he rated the expenditure of a gentleman-com- 
moner at Oxford. The occupation of a private gentleman is a 
pleasant one in its way; but a man of superhuman activity 
who should engage in it would be troubled somewhat, we fear, 
with ennui. ‘To this life, notwithstanding, Wilson made up his 
mind ; and so he announces to ‘my dear bob’ [Findlay], ‘I have 
bought some ground on Windermere Lake,’ —the Elleray,—of 
which all the Lake guide-books are full, and which all readers of 
Blackwood know so well. He had his attention early directed to 
the Lake poets, and particularly to Wordsworth; and now he 
jumps at the opportunity of being master of five acres of land, of 
wonderful beauty, and commanding a view of the Queen of Lakes, 
second to no position in the world. Here a common stone cottage 
sprawled out northwise under the hill, thatched all over with a 
profusion of jessamine, clematis, and honeysuckle. ‘The drawing 
and dining rooms were one embowered shade of rose-trees, and a 
capacious and exceedingly symmetrical sycamore shaded it from 
the westering sun. Beneath this tree, which Wilson reverenced 
like the memory of a worthy ancestor, he used often to sit and 
dream when the leaves were green, and every bud stirred with 
singing life. And then, 

‘Wooded Winandermere, the river lake,’ 
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stretched its whole eleven miles past him not far off. The entire 
view from the terrace De Quincey describes as altogether beyond 
words: it resembles rather ‘ Athos seen from Samothrace.’ And 
then he had the society of such men as Coleridge and his son 
Hartley, of Southey and Lloyd, of Wordsworth and De Quincey, 
who were all within some twenty miles of each other, more or 
less,—as rich a poetical neighbourhood as there is in the world— 
where he can, by the help of a little boating and cock-fighting, 
keep up his connection with the fashionable world, and let off 
a little waste steam by a time. Of boats he kept a store at 
Elleray, and of cocks a whole establishment. Here are curious 
lists of both, gleaned from his miscellaneous jottings, as furnished 
by Mrs Gordon :— 

‘ « Endeavour, and masts and sails, L.160; ballast, L.15—L.175 ; 
Eliza, L.30; [a second] Endeavour, L.150; Palafox, L.20; Jane, 
L.180 ; additional Endeavour, L.25 ; Clyde, Billy, Snail, L.10.” The 
names of his sailing vessels were—the Endeavour, the Eliza, the 
Palafox, the Roscoe, the Clyde, the Jane, the Billy, besides a fine 
ten-oared Oxford barge, called Nil Timeo.’ 


So much for his boating mania; here are some cock-fighting 
memoranda :— 


‘Small Paisley hen set herself with no fewer than nine eggs on 
Monday, the 6th July. Black Edinburgh hen was set on Tuesday, 
the 23d of June, with twelve eggs—middle of the day. Large Pais- 
ley hen was set on Wednesday, the 24th June, with twelve eggs— 
middle of the day; one egg laid the day after she was set. Red 
pullet in Josie’s barn was set with nine eggs on Thursday, the 2d of 
July. Sister to the above was set with five eggs same day, but they 
had been sat upon a day or two before. Small black muffled hen set 
herself with about eight eggs on Monday night, or Tuesday morning, 
7th July.’ 


Then side by side with the lines beginning, ‘ Oh, fairy child, 
what can I wish for thee ?’ is ranged a ‘ List of Cocks for a Main 
with W. and T.,’ of which the following is a specimen :— 


‘1. A heavy cock from Dobinson, . . L5 8 0 
2. Do. from Keene, . ‘ 5 8 0 
3. Do. do., ‘ ‘ 5 8 0 
4. Piled cock, Oldfield, . ‘ 5 2 0 


“ Lord Derby” comes in as No. 13, L.4, 10s., and the total makes up 
22 birds. Of these, “13 are to be chosen for the main, and perhaps 
two byes. J. W.”’ 

An eccentric diary this as we have ever seen, in which invoca- 
tions of the Almighty for superior enlightenment jostle such 
memoranda as, ‘ black, brass-winged cock, bred from Caradice 
with the Keswick Grey.’ 
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When this fight did come off, the whole country side was 
assembled to witness it. It took place in Wilson’s own new 
drawing-room at Elleray, which had been carefully laid with 
green turf for the nonce. Wilson was declared victor, and a 
handsome silver drinking-cup was the award. Certainly a curious 
kind of amusement for a poet to take to. Doubtless the fashion 
was very prevalent at the time, as Mrs Gordon shows well 
enough. But poets and men of genius, we thought, despised 
fashions, and were in nearly every instance a law unto themselves. 
At all events, Wilson, who was an Oxford scholar and a poet, 
should have known better—not to speak of the cruelty of the 

ractice—than to desecrate the bird of Apollo from a divinely- 
inspired herald of the dawn, into a strutting, conceited fowl, that 
would fight with its own shadow. And was not Apollo the 
chosen patron of poetry, and of poets too? No wonder if, after 
aiming one of the rudest shafts at his worship, the god beckoned 
him back when he pushed forward into the temple of fame. 
In truth, it is easier to pardon some of Wilson’s practices than 
to defend them. 

The ‘ Admiral of the Lake,’ with his ruddy Ciceronian counte- 
nance and his long golden locks, turned out duly with his man, 
Billy Balmer, in sailor’s rig; and as the commander and helms- 
man of the ‘Endeavour’, they were soon known to all comers 
over the lake. Cold, snow, wind, rain, were no obstacles to those 
adventurous navigators. ‘Master, Peggs is ready,’ calls Billy. 
‘TI have brailed up the foresail; her jigger sits as straight as the 
knave of clubs, and we have ballasted with sand-bags. We’se 
beat the Liverpoolean to-day, Master.’ One of the wildest 
adventures of Wilson’s boating days on Windermere took place 
with Billy one snowy December night, when the sky was as 
black as pitch, and a gale of wind blowing. Billy was ordered 
to ‘loose out,’ for his master must make acquaintance with nature 
in all her moods. Loose out they did, but were soon so be- 
wildered and stupified by the blinding drift, that neither could 
tell how the land lay. 


‘ Grandine grossa, e aqua tinta, e neve, 
Per l’aer tenebroso si riversa.’ 


After beating about in the intensest cold, their barge ran aground, 
and they found, to their no small joy (and disgust too, probably), 
that they had been hugging the starting-place for several mortal 
hours! Billy declared that ‘ Master was well-nigh frozen to death, 
and had icicles a finger-length hanging from his hair and beard.’ 
An escapade this, that, in the elements of danger and daring, 
would have satisfied such scrupulous critics of the delights of 
solitary boating as Lord Byron and Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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But if boating and cock-fighting occupied enough of Wilson’s 
time and means, a place was found, as we said, for more ennobling 
pursuits. For his character has its deeply serious side, despite 
those wild vagaries which we have just been describing. How 
else could the poetry of the man get itself out? With all his 
mad enjoyment of gaiety and social pleasure, he was, nevertheless, 
essentially a solitary man. At times his nature, which before was 
bright and gay as his own lake in a gala morning in June, be- 
came gloomy and prophetic as the same lake before a storm. It 
was his custom to indulge in solitary rambles, by night and by day, 
over the hills and mountains in his neighbourhood. By fount 
and stream, by dell and glade, on hill-side and in hollow, on the 
lonely moor and in the forest’s thickest shade, when heaven hung 
its galaxies of stars over him, and shed its nightly splendour on 
his path, and when bright-eyed day oped her lids in light on him, 
he walked, he felt, he fancied, and as solemn thought haunted him, 
and as imagination cunningly wove her webs, they took wing on 
words of fire; and thus he sang, and was a poet. It is wonderful 
what tremulous tenderness and sensibility was in this rude boxer 
and cock-fighter. A strength and courage equal to that of 
Diomede, and a softness surpassing Helen’s. For this curious 
combination of two apparently diverse qualities, we question 
whether he has his match in the entire range of letters. We 
think it is a remark of Schiller’s, that the man who can strike 
the hardest blows, is the man who can shed the saltest tears. 
This description is literal fact'in Wilson’s case. Of course, 
in many qualities of power and splendour, he comes far short of 
poets that have preceded him, and that were his cotemporaries. 
But for simple-hearted earnestness, in proportion to the strength 
of his mind, he had few equals. There was a big honesty of self- 
analysis about him, too, as there was a big honesty in all his 
dealings with men. From the proverbial vanity of the poet he 
was in a great measure free, if he wanted much on which the 
true singer prides himself. He knew his strength of wing, and 
had honesty and courage only to mount where it safely bore 
him: he never agonizes his readers by his efforts to soar high. 
In his graceful poem known as the ‘ Angler’s Tent,’ which was 
dedicated to Wordsworth, he has expressed his true relation both 
to poetry and him in a couplet. He says to Wordsworth : 


‘The unseen grandeur of ihe earth is thine, 
One lowlier, simple stzain of human love be mine.’ 


His poetry is uniformly clear, flowing, sweet, and harmonious. 
The diction is frequently copious to luxuriousness; the sentiments 
are at times soit and tender, but never effeminate; and the versi- 
fication always correct and musical. In some of his best poems, 
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such as his ‘ Address to a Wild Deer, the current of song rushes 
and flows as impetuously as one of the brawling brooks down his 
own Honister Crag. It is full of action and of life, and the glory 
which the possession of those qualities always inspires. There is 
none of that condensed pith of wisdom, that close-knit strength, 
that consuming fire of genius in it, which we witness in the pro- 
ductions of many poets that we could name. There is fire 
enough in Wilson’s poetry; but it is more the crackling blaze of 
a heathery moor, scaring the moorcocks and the curlews on 
the hill-tops, than the glare of an American forest, embracing 
continents in its flaming arms. But he doats over external 
nature as a lover over the face of his mistress; and he spends as 
much skill and ingenuity in detecting its beauty and its brilliancy 
as the lover does. Simplicity and innocence have more charms 
for him than elaborate manners; and he cares less for portraying 
‘scenes of victory and glory, than of confiding piety or pitying 
love. He published two volumes of poetry,— The Isle of Palms, 
in 1812, and The City of the Plague, in 1816,—besides a collection 
of miscellaneous pieces which Professor Ferrier has recently 
gathered into a volume in his excellent edition of Wilson’s 
Works. We can only afford space for two very short quota- 
tions from his verse, before proceeding to other matters. In 
his Unimore; a Dream of the Highlands, he thus describes a 
‘ship’ :— 
‘Bound for an Indian isle a ship of war 
Sailed, the Saldanha, and young Unimore 
From the mast-head surveyed a glorious sea 
With new stars crowded, lustrous far beyond 
The dim lights of his native clime. His soul 
Had its desire, when, blowing steadily, 
The breezes of the tropics filled her sails 
Propitious, and the joyful vessel seemed 
At her own will to steer her own lone way 
Along her own dominion; or when calms 
Enchained her with her shadow in the sun, 
As for a day of Sabbath rest,—or when 
The black blast all at once her snow-white sails 
Smote, till she laid her streamered glory down 
Almost on level with the deep, then rose 
Majestically back into the storm, 
And through the roar went roaring, not a reef 
Ta’en in, for well did the Saldanha love 
To see the lambent lightning sport and play 
Round her top-gallant, while a cataract 
Of foam, split by her prow, went rolling by 
Her flashing sides, and league-long in her wake 
Tumulted the ocean.’—(P. 487, Ferrier’s Edition.) 
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The following Sonnet has often been quoted, and, judging from 
the soft, mellifluous beauty of it, it is well entitled to be quoted :-— 
THE EVENING CLOUD. 

‘ A cloud lay cradled near the setting sun, 
A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow ; 
Long had I watched the glory moving on 
O’er the still radiance of the lake below. 
Tranquil its spirit seemed, and floated slow ! 
Even in its very motion there was rest; 
While every breath of eve that chanced to blow 
Wafted the traveller to the beauteous west. 
Emblem, methought, of the departed soul ! 
To whose white robe the gleam of bliss is given ; 
And by the breath of mercy made to roll 
Right onwards to the golden gates of heaven, 
Where, to the eye of Faith, it peaceful lies, 
And tells to man his glorious destinies.’ 

It will astonish not a few of our readers to be told, that in his 
correspondence with Smith of Glasgow, the original publisher of 
his Isle of Palms, Wilson betrays a shrewdness and a practical 
sagacity which would have done credit to the Paisley gauze- 
maker. Though many men of genius are fools, his conduct seems 
to say that there is little reason why they should be so. Yet all 
men have not the sagacious business faculty of a Shakspeare, a 
Moliére, and a Goethe. What must the romantic admirers of 
the enthusiastic author of the Noctes think of his detailing, in 
his letter to his publisher, no less than ten towns of importance, 
and the ‘sister island’ into the bargain, as fit market-places for 
his verse ! 

Jeffrey gave his volumes a highly favourable notice in the 
Edinburgh Review, as any one may see by turning up the old 
numbers for February 1812 and for June 1816. This should 
have gratified a young poet from a critic who, according to Mrs 
Wilson, junior, was in those days held in as high estimation in 
Edinburgh as the Bible. The praise, we suspect, was too 
measured ; and probably Jeffrey was a little too patronizing for 
Wilson’s taste. At all events, the poet pronounced the critique 
‘beggarly.” Sir Walter Scott had told Joanna Baillie, in a 
private letter, that Wilson’s poetry was ‘somewhat in the style 
of Southey,’ and Jeffrey repeated the observation. It was both 
better and worse than Southey’s. It had less imagination, if as 
much judgment; and, while resembling it in the irregularity of 
the versification, it had a greater softness and sweetness. 

But a youth of twenty-six must woo something more substan- 
tial than the muse. And while we have been engaged in dis- 
coursing of his poetry, he is over head and ears in love. The 
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‘ Admiral’ does the thing so gallantly and gracefully in a certain 
regatta which he held at Windermere, that Miss Penny, the 
daughter of a wealthy Liverpool merchant, confesses, in a letter 
to a friend, ‘ We are likely to have a most delightful acquisition 
to our society this winter, in Mrs and Miss Wilson, the mother 
and sister of, etc.” Yet she hears he is flirting with ‘a pretty 
little widow at Kendal, and devoutly hopes, in her womanly 
way, ‘ for his sake, that it may not end in amarriage. So hope 
we, for Miss Penny thinks, and so do we, that ‘he deserves a 
very superior woman.’ When he enters a Liverpool ball-room 
with his future wife on his arm—‘ the Belle of the Lakes’—the 
gay squadrons suddenly halt in their cotillions, and, in sheer 
admiration of their personal appearance, lustily cheer the couple ! 
But Jane Penny possessed more sterling qualities than those 
that could call down the plaudits of a ball-room. In the summer 
of 1811, when the marriage took place, Wilson writes of her 
from the fulness of his heart, that ‘she is, in gentleness, inno- 
cence, sense, and feeling, surpassed by no woman.’ And she 
proved in future years to be all these, and more. The calm, 
mild, truly sensible, and affectionate way in which she humoured 
all his eccentricities—and some of them were strange and wild 
enough—showed that she possessed the sympathetic secret of 
leading a man by truly loving him. His unutterable agony in 
after years at her loss, proves how much he loved her, and how 
well she was worthy of it. The Rev. William Smith says, re- 
garding Professor Wilson’s class in 1837—8—the session after her 
death—that the slightest hint in his lecture of conjugal happi- 
ness plunged him into a torrent of grief. ‘He would pause for 
a moment or two in his lecture, fling himself forward on the 
desk, bowing his face in his hands; and, while his whole frame 
heaved with visible emotion, he would weep and sob like a very 
child.” Not particularly academic, we fear, this conduct; yet 
the most human thing we ever heard of in connection with any 
college. A few brief years—four in all—after his marriage, 
when his young family had just begun to multiply, a calamity 
happened to him which would have dashed the courage of many 
a less determined man. An uncle, who had all his property in 
his hands, proved an unjust steward; and from a wealthy man 
he rose one morning to find himself penniless! In any case this 
was a dire calamity, but Wilson bore it manfully and resolutely. 
He even went so far as to assist this unfortunate old traitor 
until his death. It appears to us that a man who can act so nobly 
has certain pre-eminent practical claims, at least, on a Moral 
Philosophy chair even now. 

In 1815 he removed his family to Edinburgh, where he re- 
sided for four years with his mother at 58, Queen Street. This 
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year he was called to the Scottish Bar, having entered as a 
student in 1811-12, life appearing too serious a thing to be 
trifled away among cocks od wrestlers, and barges on Winder- 
mere. A host of young men who afterwards became distin- 
guished, passed about the same time,—Patrick Robertson, 
Gibson Lockhart, Rutherfurd, Fraser Tytler, Sir William 
Hamilton, A. Alison, Duncan M‘Neill, James Ivory. Fretted 
and annoyed by the stony streets, so unlike the mountain retreat 
he had left behind him, in June of the same year he made his 
escape to the Tweed for a fishing excursion. Of course, a pedes- 
trian like Wilson despised the aid of vehicles; and forgetful, 
possibly, of the softening influence which his town life had exer- 
cised upon his skin and his muscles, he ‘ peeled his timbers’ in 
the attempt, he tells us. He ultimately got as far as James 
Hogg’s, whom he surprises in ‘his own cottage bottling whisky,’ 
Two years before, Hogg had published his Queen’s Wake, which 
proclaimed him one of the foremost poets of his day. He was now 
at the height of his personal fame ; and his abilities, and possibly 
his weaknesses too, had influenced the Buccleuch family in 1814 
in granting him a lease for life of the farm of Altrive, in Yarrow. 
A man of true original genius, but full of the peculiarities that 
are apt to accompany genius, and of a vanity that was prodigious, 
leading him again and again to falsify, and mystify, and contort 
the facts of his own early life, to set them in what he considered 
an interesting light before the public. We fear the ‘Shepherd’ 
‘of the Noctes, and the real man, differ more widely than 
the Socrates of fact did from the Socrates of Plato. The 
publication of those papers in Blackwood left an erroneous im- 
pression on the public mind regarding Hogg’s habits, which 
made him at first wince under their appearance; but, finding 
that they added to his popularity, he was inclined to pocket 
the affront, and allowed them to go on. For two years previous 
to 1834 no Noctes appeared in blackwood, owing to a quarrel 
of Hoge’s with the publisher; but a reconciliation being after- 
wards effected by Wilson’s mediation, these papers were resumed, 
Hogg receiving five guineas a sheet to the end of his life. 

At St Mary’s Loch Wilson drove a whole company into fits 
by showering on them armfuls of trouts from every imaginable 
corner of his person, when they could find nothing palatable 
for supper. As the summer advanced, his wife and he started 
for a walking excursion in the West Highlands—performing 
from the 5th of July to the 26th of August a distance of 350 
miles, both on foot, he fishing by the way. When in the Braes 
of Glenorchy, he started one day, leaving his wife behind him, 
to fish in Loch Toila, 13 miles off. Reaching the place, he 
found he wanted some of his fishing gear. Nothing daunted, he 
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walked straight back for it. He returned in full rig, fished 
round the lake, when by this time the stars were all out. Sling- 
ing his basket on his back, solid and heavy as it was, he started 
for home. Some internal craving seizing him by the way, he 
called at a farm-house which he knew, to obtain what they 
could give him. The people were all in bed. He knocked up 
the landlady, and asked for whisky and milk. A bottle of 
whisky and a good basin of milk were duly brought, when 
Wilson, emptying the one into the other, drank them off, and 
took to the road again, performing in one day a journey of not 
less than 70 miles! On reaching Glen Etive, a shepherd’s wife 
admonishes the pair, ‘Go on to the farm-house, we cannot take 
in gangrels here.’ They were dressed like gipsies; and on their re- 
turning route they encountered in a northern village the ‘ King 
of the Drovers, who would wrestle, leap, run, or drink with this 
‘Johnny Faa.”’ The ‘ King’ had his wish, and probably, Mrs 
Gordon says, he found himself more than matched. Of his extra- 
ordinary pluck and daring on other occasions of the same sort, 
several instances, now very well known to the public, are given 
in the Life. 

There was never a truer saying than that of old Epicharmus, 
that ‘the gods sell us all good things for labour” The fatigue 
that Wilson had lately undergone in quest of. pleasure, was 
beyond anything, he says, he had ever experienced. And it was 
now high time that a young man of thirty-two, who had had 
singular advantages his whole life through, of good society, of 
scholarly associates, of free, genial companionship, should do 
something to give the more ignorant portion of his fellow-mortals 
the benefit of his light. Something that could be better set down 
in Epicharmus’ category of labour was what he now wanted, 
rather than the fatiguing pleasure-hunting life that he had been 
hitherto mainly pursuing. Poetry in any high sense he may, 
without any exaggeration, be said to have failed in. It was not 
so with prose; although we believe poetry and prose, in their 
higher forms, are much more nearly akin than is often supposed. 
The difference in the two kinds of composition lies, we think, 
more in cultivation than in any essential distinction as to the 
pre-requisite qualities of their several cultivators. Does not 
poetry require for its most successful treatment, imagination, 
passion, judgment carried to the pitch of genius? and does not 
prose require for its most successful treatment, judgment, passion, 
Imagination carried also to the pitch of genius? the same quali- 
ties, only in the reverse order. In poetry, there is more scope 
and amplitude given to the imagination ; and the judgment is, as 
it were, held more in restraint. Yet both powers are there. In 
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rose, again, the judgment has freer play, and the imagination 
is kept more in check; but both faculties are there. Were not 
Plato and Aristotle as great geniuses in their way as Homer and 
Sophocles, though neither could probably have done the work of 
the other? Now, between those highest points of poetry and 
prose, there swing, through a considerably wide arc, the greater 
and lesser writers of both sorts, who contrive, by whatever means, 
to entertain or to instruct the public. The literary side of this 
arc was the one that Wilson now chose, seeing that he had not 
succeeded in asserting his superiority in poetry. 

The epoch of letters or criticism, accordingly, now opens for 
him, with the starting of Blackwood’s Magazine in1817. Whether 
or not the various productions which he has left behind him, for 
the most part in a fragmentary form, bright and glowing many 
of them with the true native fire, but soiled and miry many of 
them, too, by wanton, wayside attacks, or by foolish, ridiculous 
burlesque, are entitled to be spoken of, as Mrs Gordon does, as 
‘the highest kind of criticism,’ we think there may be reasonable 
doubt. That they are rhapsodical, extravagant, farcical, riotous 
in their fun often, no sane person will deny. But we think they 
frequently display an honesty of purpose, a simplicity of spirit, 
a tenderness of sentiment, and a heartiness of humour, with all 
their wild abandonment of manner, that should recommend them 
to every man’s heart. It is in his prose emphatically that he 
pours out all the resources of his genius—his fancy, his feelings, 
his humour, and his taste. In his poetry, tender infants dis- 
charge rose-water from delicate pipkins; in his prose, it is 
Milo emptying a huge skin of old Pramnian wine. ‘There is a 
splendid breadth about his Homeric papers, but the eloquence 
of them is sometimes disfigured by too gross a taste. His papers 
on Spencer, too, are as delightful as any we know in thie lan- 
guage. It was not without cause that Hallam praised so highly 
those on Spencer, or that Mr Gladstone spoke so well of those 
on Homer. His articles on Burns, Coleridge, and Wordsworth 
exhibit a poet feeling and sympathizing with the difficulties and 
the elevations of poets—with the emotions and passions which 
accompany genius. Nothing but his immoderate extravagances 
could prevent his prose idylis on the Lake country and on 
Highland scenery from becoming as popular as Walton’s Angler, 
or as White’s Natural History of Selborne. They possess all 
the insight of those immortal books, and a poetical truthfulness 
and discrimination to which the honest linen-draper or the retired 
clergyman had no pretensions. But in his haste, unfortunately, 
Wilson tried to weld a beautiful Cellini statue of wrought 
gold to a plinth of vulgar clay, which no law in the world 
could tolerate. Ifthe Noctes Ambrosiane are not, as one would 
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say, drenched or saturated with genius, they have got a pretty 
considerable dip in that charmed pool. With all their occa- 
sional nonsense and familiarity, they contain passages of splendid 
writing, when the poet possesses the writer, and makes him take 
wing above the earth. There are pieces of exquisite description 
in them, of true and delicate criticism, and of fine observation 
on the manners and social life of the day. The humour is 
always hearty, but often farcical and outrageous. In this latter 
respect, they stand alone in literature. His writings cannot 
be called essays, many of them. A literary rhapsody or extra- 
vaganza would better describe them. The dialect in which the 
better portion of them is written, makes the Noctes a sealed 
book to all but Scotchmen ; and it is here almost, if anywhere, 
that Wilson asserts the decided superiority of his gifts. 

While Blackwood was getting fairly started, Jeffrey, who 
interchanged some very obliging notes with Wilson, asked him to 
do something for the Edinburgh Review. In the August of this 
same year, he wrote a review of Byron’s Manfred. It is a pass- 
able sort of notice, in which he is much more indulgent to Byron 
than the majority of his critics; but it gives but slender indica- 
tion, save in the profusion and occasional brilliancy of its lan- 
guage, of the strength and wild glee that lay hid in ‘ Christopher 
North.’ Blackwood’s Magazine was rolled out of the publishing 
house in the month of October 1817, in the eyes of all British 
men. ‘ The only real editor Blackwood’s Magazine ever had was 
Blackwood himself, a shrewd, keen, grey-eyed, sanguineous old 
man, who had sufficient will and courage to maintain his un- 
enviable position. It is not our present intention to enter on the 
politics of Great Britain, and particularly of Edinburgh, during 
the period from 1810 to 1830; nor is it our intention to comment 
upon the feuds of the Edinburgh Review and Blackwood during 
that period. Suffice it to say, that to be a Tory in those days 
was to be a gentleman, with all the privileges and immunities of 
a gentleman; and to be a Whig, was little better than to be a 
returned convict, or a social outcast. Blackwood soon rose into 
notice as one of the ablest Tory periodicals of the time; but it 
soon rose into notice also—to adopt the mild censure pronounced 
on it in Peter’s Letters, the joint production of Wilson and Gib- 
son Lockhart—from its ‘ undeniable offences against good feeling 
and taste.’ The writers for Blackwood were various, and of all 
complexions of politics. They included Sir Walter Scott, Henry 
Mackenzie, Dr M‘Crie, Dr Andrew Thomson, Sir David Brew- 
ster, Professor Jamieson, James Wilson, De Quincey, Hogg, 
Gillies, Fraser Tytler, Kirkpatrick Sharpe, Sir Wm. Hamilton, 
Thomas Hamilton, and, most versatile and most prolific of all, 
John Wilson and J. G. Lockhart. The latter was a man of 
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great ability, but a keen and bitter caricaturist with both pen and 
pencil; and this biography is illuminated by his pen and ink 
sketches, some of which are very clever, and all deeply touched by 
a kind of moody sarcasm peculiar to him. He was emphatically 
the ‘Scorpion’ of more than the Chaldee MS., and took a fiendish 
delight in practising his wicked disguises and inuendoes on every- 
body he met. Hogg, whom he dubbed ‘the Bore,’ said he was ‘a 
mischievous Oxford puppy!’ Every man, it seems, fought for 
his own hand in Blackwood ; and, following the example of Sir 
Walter Scott in his novels, they put forth their jeux @esprit 
under cover of the names of imaginary and sometimes of real 
personages. Hogg, Leigh Hunt, Hazlitt, Sir J. G. Dalyell, 
and many others, suffered from those disgraceful peccadilloes. 
The man who took them most complacently of the whole set, 
was Dr Scott, ‘an old, fat body’ of a dentist, whom Lockhart 
(who, we suspect, was the greatest sinner on Blackwood’s staff) 
waggishly called the ‘ Odontist.’ It was endless the poems, and 
ballads, and elegies that were fathered on him; and Mrs Gordon 
tells us he ‘ assumed the airs of authorship with perfect com- 
placency.’ We shall only quote a couplet from one of Lockhart’s 
madcap satirical poems, which probably contains some truth. 
He says :-— 
‘To tell the truth, I think John Wilson shines 
More o’er a bowl of punch than in his lines.’ 


Was ever the birth of god or mortal heralded with such wild 
fun as that of the celebrated ‘ Chaldee MS.?’ And did ever the 
arrival of any man or thing from the land of darkness take the 
world so completely by surprise, as did this manuscript the inha- 
bitants of Edinburgh? It was as if Mons Meg, or an Armstrong 
of her size, had opened its iron lips and shaken the city. The 
conception of it, it seems, belongs to Hogg, who wrote some forty 
paragraphs of the MS. ; but it was afterwards the joint production 
of all who composed the consultation at its accouchement in those 
memorable rooms in 53, Queen Street. The grave Sir William 
Hamilton, who could relish a joke highly, made one of the party ; 
and having attempted to add a paragraph, was seized with such 
an uncontrollable fit of laughter, that he tumbled off his chair 
in the effort! This reminds one of the story told of Voltaire, 
who, when reading one of Molitre’s plays for the first time, 
broke out into such a spasmodic fit of laughter, that he tumbled 
off his chair and nearly broke his neck. Dr Peter Morris (J. G. 
Lockhart) was never pardoned for most wickedly maligning the 
venerable Playfair in the pages of Maga—(and how should he ?)— 
accusing him of turning his back on the faith he once preached. 
More than Jeffrey would have written to Wilson in a strain even 
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more violently denunciatory of such conduct than the following : 
—‘It is, in my judgment, so unhandsome and so uncandid, that 
I really cannot consent either to ask or accept of favours from 
any one who is aiding or assisting in such a publication. The 
Hypocrisy Unveiled was quite a deserved rebuke ; and the Rev. 
Mr Morehead’s letter to Wilson, lieavy and solid as it is, contains 
some sentences worth recording in this connection. The clergy- 
man says, ‘If you cannot get the regulation of that magazine 
into your own hands, but must have your writings coupled with 
party politics and personalities, which you yourself disapprove of, 
I really think, for your own credit, you should have nothing to 
do with it’ Was it that Wilson, contrary to his usual custom, 
had privately condemned those personalities then practised in 
Blackwood, or was it that Mr Morehead presumed so far on 
his recognised honesty of purpose? However this may be, Mrs 
Gordon tells us that Wilson ‘ was not a man to abandon his asso- 
ciates, even when he disagreed with them. Ne had cast in his lot 
with Blackwood and its principles, and was resolved to stand by them 
at all hazards.’ Honour, says the proverb, among thieves ; but 
honour only so long as no higher principle than honour is 
violated. If a band of poachers, who had sworn to this species 
of honour before setting out on their sport, chanced to shoot a 
gamekeeper or a policeman, there is no right law in the world 
that would defend them. Why should the code be relaxed 
among men of letters ? 

The removal of Wilson to Ann Street, and the election to the 
Moral Philosophy Chair, render the years 1819-20 memorable 
in his family. Dr Thomas Brown, Professor of Moral Philoso- 
phy in the Edinburgh University, having died in the month 
of April 1820, Mr Wilson and Sir William Hamilton became 
candidates for the chair. The one was a poet and a clever writer 
for Blackwood ; and the other even then was one of the foremost 
philosophers of his day. The one was a Tory, the other a Whig. 
They were both close friends, whom all the jargoning of party 
could not sever; but it speaks greatly for the heart of Wilson, 
that he on no occasion threw overboard unnecessarily any of his 
old friends. The final settlement of the respective claims of the 
candidates had no philosophical, no literary regard. Nothing 
was heeded in the election but the bitterest party politics. Sir 
Walter Scott, who writes an enthusiastic letter to the Lord Pro- 
vost of Edinburgh in Wilson’s behalf, bearing date 8th July 
1820—and when did Sir Walter do anything by halves ?—says 
that there are ‘ greater exertions making by the Whigs now than 
they ever made in any political contest in Scotland.’ 

Mrs Gordon is as anxious as her father was that he should be 
esteemed by posterity as great as a philosopher as he was as a 
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poet. ‘Fundamentally,’ she says, ‘though that I know is not 
the general opinion, he was as much a philosopher as he was a 
poet ;’ and more to the same effect. A re-echo merely of Wilson’s 
own naive request of his friend De Quincey, who, having en- 
gaged to write something for a magazine respecting the Profes- 
sor, is mildly requested by him to describe him as ‘ thoroughly 
logical and argumentative,’ which is true, he says, ‘ not a rhe- 
torician, as fools aver.’ And for this disinclination on the part of 
the public to believe that he who now stood in the place where 
Adam Fergusson, and Dugald Stewart, and Thomas Brown had 
once stood, was more an eloquent declaimer about philosophy than 
a careful and wise teacher of it, Wilson, we think, had himself 
to blame. When he was elevated to the chair, the fact is, he 
knew much more about cock-fighting than he did of ethics; and 
could have steered a pinnace much more deftly among the green 
embayments of Windermere, than he could have conducted an 
argument of ‘ fate, fore-knowledge, free-will absolute,’ among the 
tangled brakes of moral philosophy. Doubtless he had a certain 
college fame, of having gained logic prizes at Glasgow, and of 
having come off with flying colours at his Oxford examination ; 
but every man worthy of the name of a philosopher only regards 
his college classes as the passing of the portal into the limitless 
temple. An assiduous student such as Hamilton was—and as 
many smaller men have been both before and since his day— 
could not help devoting every leisure moment to 


‘Plato the wise, and large-browed Verulam, 
The first of those who know,’— 


that severe and ennobling pursuit of examining themselves as to 
what manner of men they were. Instead of this, we never hear 
of a single hour devoted to Aristotle or Plato, not a moment to 
Bacon or Kant. We hear enough of boating, cock-fighting, 
fishing, and poetizing ; we never hear a word of his devotion to 
the severer pursuit of speculation. We do not blame Wilson for 
this ; we simply wish to bring out a fact. Having got the chair, 
he certainly might, by superhuman efforts, have kept ahead 
both in his reading and in his thinking, of the vast majority of 
his students. And we suppose he did so. But so intense a hold 
did this enthusiastic young lecturer take of the heart of nearly 
every man who entered his class, that their heads were, to a great 
extent, left uncultivated, and their feelings and affections were 
probably for the first time set on fire. We make no doubt that 
those who were more skilled in the science of ethics, got often 
more than they could conveniently carry away with them; but 
the presence of the man, the tones of his impassioned voice, his 
bursts of fiery eloquence, his peculiar and eccentric attitudes,— 
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all rendered it doubly difficult for a student to penetrate this 
gorgeous covering by which his doctrines were overlaid. An 
exceedingly natural consequence of this would be, that when the 
majority of his students got beyond his eye, they would be only 
too delighted to entertain their friends out of doors, not with the 
profound philosophy which they had just been listening to, though 
they may have had much of that too, but with what their hearers 
were much better prepared for,—the passion, the fervour, the 
eloquence, of him who entertained them monthly in the pages 
of Blackwood’s Magazine. In that journal, for many years, his 
contributions were purely literary, often purely rhapsodical, 
generally very clever, and sometimes wildly romantic. This 
gave another handle to the too facile public, who are always 
standing ready to seize the first plausible, and often foolish, pre- 
tence to give basis to a conjecture. This man, they said, who 
wrote so loosely in Blackwood, could not condense his thoughts in 
his lecture-room ; he who bestrewed his page with pearls stolen 
from poetry,—how could he be supposed to enter Plato’s cave 
with a dirty lamp? He could see Socrates under the table at 
any symposium ever given in Greece, and he could have stood— 
so great were his powers of physical endurance—on the cold ice 
with him, hand in hand, all night, to watch the sun rise, as So- 
crates is reported to have done when on a fighting expedition at 
Potidza ; but had he the patience and imperturbability of Socrates 
when he got among a knot of disputants in the streets of Athens ? 
And had he not a greater reputation for being ‘a verra bad un to 
lick, as the Cumberland man said of him, than of being a most 
finished ethical debater? Of course the man thought, and rea- 
soned, and philosophized, probably as much as was good for him ; 
but the public cannot enter into such minute particulars regard- 
ing a man’s character, unless those particulars are brought 
prominently before its attention, in support of some special claim 
which he urges on it. Taking those three considerations into 
account, we cannot wholly condemn the public for having 
esteemed their new ‘ Professor’ as a man better acquainted with 
the secrets of a poet than with the habits of a philosopher. It is 
rather odd that Wilson, who was well assured that he was a poet, 
—and a poet is ordinarily regarded as a much higher kind of 
personage than a philosopher,—should have been so uneasy, so 
fretful, so positively peevish, as respected his claim to the latter 
distinction. Of course nobody requires to be informed that such 
distinctions as those we speak of are exceedingly convenient, from 
the point of view of those who have made them. No two terms 
could readily be pointed out indicative of qualities so diverse in 
their occupants, as poet and philosopher. The poet deals empha- 
tically with the imagination, and with the passions as its. spring 
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and its limit. But he deals with those powers in a peculiar and 
intimate way, altogether special to himself. It is as they minister 
to the pleasure and pain of his own mind, and of the minds of 
other men, that he permits himself to be the exponent of them. 
He does not set himself down, as the philosopher does, to watch 
with steady nerve and unflushed countenance the hidden springs 
of action and the subtle windings of thought. He does not care 
to know the high abstractions, the close analyses, the ingenious 
theories peculiar to speculators. It matters little to him what 
are the constituent elements of love, of revenge, of pity, of sor- 
row. Yet he will doat over Imogen; he will shed a tear of pity 
over Desdemona; he will sympathize with King Lear when he 
calls upon the heavens for vengeance, ‘ for they are old like him;’ 
and he will be in raptures with Cordelia for her ‘SoIam.’ The 
poet, while he is in the mood, ‘is everything by turns, and no- 
thing long.’ He is Satan, even while he writes him; he is 
Ugolino, while he dreams of him ; he is the ‘ king of men,’ while 
he describes him. When his character is drawn, when his scene 
is described, when his conversation is detailed, when his drama is 
written, his task is done. Not so the philosopher. While there 
is a single corner, or nook, or hiding-place in the recesses of the 
mind’which he has not scrutinized, his labour is not complete. 
If he studies books, it is to extract the solid and abiding from the 
merely temporary and evanescent. If he mingles with men, it is 
that he may the better ‘catch the living manners as they rise,’ 
not for the ultimate purpose of delineating them, as with the de- 
sign of being able to trace to their mysterious lairs the game 
which he is in search of. Being and doing, desiring and willing, 
feeling and thinking, such is his réle, such is the field where he 
labours. But it is chiefly his own mind he studies, in order to 
know the minds of others ; and the better his knowledge of it, the 
more complete will be his knowledge of men. The philosopher 
—and here lies the peculiarity of his position—must always fall 
back upon himself, he must fall back on other men before he 
can say how, or why, or wherefore, to any question asked of him 
or them. This process of reflection, as it is called, is as unnatural 
as it is uncommon. Nine-tenths of men never reflect; they are 
as innocent of knowing that they know, as M. Jourdain was of 
knowing that he spoke prose. And this makes the abiding differ- 
ence between the function of the poet and that of the philosopher. 
The imagination and the passions will interest men in their most 
rudimentary form, while the world lasts, while but few persons 
care in the least for reflective inquiries. If a real tragedy is 
being transacted in the next street while I am on my way to a 
lecture-room, it is ten chances to one but I may scamper off to 
witness the tragedy. It should not be forgotten, that while it is 
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with the understanding and the will that the speculator deals, it 
is with those powers viewed through the glass of reflection. 
Euripides, Lucretius, Dante, Shakspeare, Milton, Goethe, would 
doubtless have astonished the world less than they have done had 
they given themselves to philosophy ; but we do not think they 
would have been a whit the smaller men. Whole systems of 
philosophy could be gleaned from their writings, so entirely 
masters were they on both sides of the charmed stream. They 
will analyse a thought to the utmost limit of comprehensibility. 
They will pursue a feeling, bounding, it may be, with all the 
fright and fleetness of a startled deer, till they bring the reader 
abreast of it, quivering and panting all over in its virgin beauty. 
They will admit you to behold, as it were, in the inner recesses 
of your own soul, the hero whom ambition has laid low, whom 
self-will has brought to ruin, or whom truth, and justice, and 
righteousness have exalted. There they will reason as subtilely, 
dissect as keenly, and examine as closely, as if Duns Scotus had 
been their master. 

Few men, however, are so gifted; and there have been thou- 
sands of very respectable poets who never in this world would 
have made philosophers, just as there have been thousands of 
sagacious men who had not the shadow of a pretence to being 
poets. Yet poetry lurks in fear; it languishes in love; it is ex- 
pectant in hope; it scowls in hatred; it glooms in jealousy; it 
agonizes in despair ;—and in this sense all men feel poetically. 
But this is very different from asserting that all men are poets. 
In like manner, there is a sense in which all men think philoso- 
phically at times, though this is very different from averring 
that all men are necessarily philosophers. It is the understanding 
that the philosopher especially makes use of; and if he be an 
intellectual philosopher, he has nothing directly to do with the 
feelings. It would be as much out of place for the professor of 
logic, let us say, to get into raptures over a syllogism, as it would 
be for a moralist to remain calm in describing love, hatred, or 
despair. It hence appears that there is more natural alliance 
between the function of the poet and that of the ethical inquirer, 
than between the poet and the professor of logic. But, funda- 
mentally, the judgment is at the basis of every man’s fame, be 
he poet, be he philosopher, or be he what he may. If we will 
examine this principle well, we shall find it, we believe, to be 
profoundly true. The -world itself has its own way of saying 
this. For the little notorieties of small men, pillowed up, it may 
be, on the soft cushion of temporary applause, are, when rightly 
weighed—and society has a strange, blind knack of meting the 
ultimate dimensions of a man’s character—in truth, no notorie- 
ties at all, but the veriest exaggerated puffery which the adher- 
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ents of a clique would palm off on the world for fame. When 
the public get far enough from a name to be able to read it 
rightly, they pretty generally set this name down at its true 
rather than at its estimated value. Beavius and Mevius had a 
great fame in their day, we are told; so had the Della Cruscans; 
so had Settle; so had Pye; so had Monk Lewis; but can we 
enter a company now where their names are known? It is not 
asserted, be it observed, that bare judgment, in large measure, 
decked and embellished by no other faculty, is very likely, as 
things go, to bring a man to fame; but that this endowment of 
good sense is properly the regulator—the ‘governor,’ as en- 
gineers say—the director of the other powers of the soul. And 
no man can have a solid and lasting fame without it. 

Of course we do not intend here to pit the respective merits 
of Mr Wilson and Sir William Hamilton against each other; 
but no one can help observing that Sir William Hamilton 
would have made an infinitely better professor of any branch or 
department of mental philosophy. We believe, in the long 
run, that the slow, calm patience of this truly great man—truly 
great, because, if for no other reason, he had the power to wait 
—achieved better things for him than the electors could have 
done, had they now chosen him to the ethical chair, as he de- 
sired; for we believe that Sir William Hamilton was most 
emphatically cut out for a logic professor, if ever a man was 
so in this world. But Wilson, doubtless, had himself to thank 
if he did not meet with the precise kind or degree of popular 
appreciation to which he thought his speculative labours fairly 
entitled him. His ingenious system of utilitarianism, never more 
cunningly defended since it sprang inte life with Epicurus— 
whether it was originally all his own, or whether his subtle 
friend and adviser Blair could not claim his own fair share of it, 
matters little now—as well as his exceedingly sensible and acute 
contributions to Blackwood on speculative questions, are amply 
sufficient to make him out ‘as great a philosopher as he was a 
poet.’ In neither respect did he reach the front ranks, or any- 
thing like the front ranks; but it will please Mrs Gordon that 
we can candidly say thus much for her own and her father’s 
judgment. Notwithstanding all that has been said by Wilson’s 
students, both in his memoir and out of it, both in Edinburgh 
and, what is more astonishing, in London, we can only accept 
their enthusiastic testimony on trust, respecting the quality and 
material of his lectures. They will bear, however, with a few 
sentences from a ‘rank outsider,’ as the jockeys say, who never 
heard Wilson lecture more than five or six times, and that in 
his later years, while he tries to record as faithfully as his 
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memory will permit, the appearance of the lecturer before his 
class, and the quality and tone of his lectures on those occasions. 

Those who knew nothing of Wilson but by report, were wont to 
regard him as a sort of doubly distilled Kentucky man, as Sam 
Slick would say, ‘half horse, half alligator, with three quarters 
of the airthquake;’ a man who could ‘drink up Aésil or eat a 
crocodile, as readily as another man would sit down to dinner. 
When we first knew him by sight, possibly some sixteen years 
ago, he was the recognised ‘lion’ of Edinburgh, as he had been 
for twenty years before, and a man who, from his splendid 
physique and princely bearing, was quite fit to be a lion there or 
elsewhere. With what young wonder and fear we used to watch 
the paces of this prodigious ‘ bruiser’ through the streets of this 
beautiful city. With his buirdly, brawny, robust figure of some 
six feet, which he carried with a majesty and a grace that 
would shame the first master of gymnastics in Great Britain ; 
his kindly blue eyes, in which the light came and went as change- 
fully as the sun in an April sky; his fair Saxon complexion ; 
his long, clustering yellow hair, just tinged with an occasional 
thread of grey; his Byronic collar; and his splendid Ciceronian 
countenance, particularly when the broad-brimmed hat was on,— 
he was a sight as well worth beholding as any of the fine sights 
in Princes Street. To be fortunate enough to obtain a bow 
from this kingly figure, was said to make a young man’s repu- 
tation during life; and a word from him was counted altogether 
immortalizing. To hear him lecture on moral philosophy was 
a memorable treat. His class-room at the University—for 
he lectured daily during five months of the year—was nearly 
always crowded with eager listeners, who hung on the lips of 
this modern Cicero as eagerly as if he had been much better 
than Cicero, as if he had been specially inspired with a heavenly 
commission to them, like John the Baptist or Saint Paul. 
If we followed his firm and erect step into the lecture-room, 
and took our seat among the enthusiasts, both young and 
old, who waited on his words, the grand head and face of 
the poet, ‘all compact; the magnificent chest, that rose above 
the bex-shaped desk, to adopt Mr Burton’s graphic language, 
‘like some great bust set on a square plinth;’ the dishevelled 
hair; the enraptured look; the abrupt and somewhat (as we 
fancied) husky voice,—all served to herald the utterances that 
were to follow. And then, when they did come, they came at 
first by sudden, violent plunges or jerks, until the ravelled ends 
of yesterday’s lecture were got firmly seized. He more than 
once lost his place entirely—for they are all written lectures in 
Edinburgh—scribbled, as his lecture was, in the most careless 
manner, on the backs of old letters. When this was the case— 
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and we believe it occurred often—every pen was still, every 
note-book lay unused; and the audience, with heads thrust 
forward, and eager expectancy in every look, awaited the torrents 
of eloquence which would burst from the chair for the rest of 
the hour. If a man had gone intentionally to beguile Wilson 
into a disclosure of the native tendency or drift of his mind, there 
was no more satisfactory method to gain one’s end than to card 
his leaves, sybil fashion, before the lecture began. And we 
appeal to any man capable of giving an opinion regarding them, 
who attended his lectures, whether those splendid orations, into 
the middle of which the Professor would often find himself involun- 
tarily thrust, did not consist rather of poetry and criticism than 
they did of ethics. We thought he followed much too freely 
and spontaneously, on those occasions, those fascinating links of 
association that dominate over every principle in the human 
mind save the consecutive reasoning process alone, to be what 
one would call, in the strict sense of the term, a philosopher. 
He not only followed those associations freely, but he followed 
them wherever they seemed to lead him; and they sometimes 
conducted his audience into strange enough tracts of the imagi- 
nation. His voice, which was rich and melodious in conversa- 
tion, was not, as we think, in his later years, well adapted for 
lecturing. His speech wanted that continuity, that broad, full 
stream of words, which is one of the lecturer’s best gifts; and, 
except when he was quite carried away with his subject, he 
seemed as if unprepared. This peculiarity had the effect of 
riveting the attention of his audience more closely on the 
speaker; for never was there a greater mistake than to suppose 
that Wilson did not know what to say. ‘The plaudits and stifled 
cheers that burst involuntarily from all corners of the room, 
testified how he triumphed over their expectancy, as a hunted 
deer bounds over any obstacle in her path. 

Of Wilson’s merits as a teacher of moral philosophy, if the 
enthusiasm of his students is to be the test, there cannot be two 
opinions. Everywhere, wherever one goes, some one who has 
enjoyed this privilege is always turning up; and on no occasion 
have we ever heard a single man say that Wilson was not the 
prince of professors. It is always the same, meet them where 
you will, on Ben Lomond or Edinburgh Castle, by Grasmere 
Lake or in Fleet Street. And we are not at all astonished at 
this. His daughter, who knew him better than any mere friend 
can presume to do, says that he had a heart which never grew 
old. He was, indeed, like all men of genius, ever young, ever 
receptive, ever disposed to accept, in the kindliest simplicity of 
his heart, what nature gave him to study. He was observed to 
be pervaded, both body and soul, by a sort of rapture or trans- 
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port, when brought face to face with something striking in 
nature, as a wooded glen, a naked mountain, a rushing river. 
On such occasions his frame would throb and thrill all over; and 
a flush, as reflected from the face of an angel, would suffuse 
his countenance. No word would escape him; but his lips 
would occasionally move responsive to the music which rushed 
through his heart. It was the child of nature hurrying in 
ecstacy to its mother’s breast, in whose embrace the beauty, and 
the strength, and the glory of genius reside. This accounts for 
all the enthusiasm of his students; accounts, besides, for the ad- 
miration of men for him. We are sure Sir William Hamilton, 
with all his greatness and his many excellences, was not half so 
popular as John Wilson was among his students. The philoso- 
pher par excellence could not kindle the feelings of his audience 
as Wilson could; and what is it but a touch of nature that 
‘makes the whole world kin? We see here, in this instinctive 
clinging to nature, the secret of much of his character too,—of 
his simplicity, of his humility, of his earnestness, of his unfashion- 
ableness, of his fun, of his love for his children, for his wife, and 
for his home. They were all, in truth, but part and parcel of 
that multiform dumb instructress at whose feet we have seen him 
bow down so enthusiastically. Thus do we account for his 
liking for dumb animals—a liking so great, that no fewer than 
sixty-two of the feathered tribe were at one time, in his later 
years, kept at Gloucester Place! He was fond of trees, of sing- 
ing-birds, of dogs, and indeed of all kinds of creatures. And did 
not his affection extend beyond the bounds of natural vision, 
and fix itself in magical transport on those good little people, the 
fairies? The best piece of writing that ever came from his pen, 
was descriptive of a fairy’s funeral. It was greatly admired by 
Lord Jeffrey, and we are sure the whole world will admire it, for 
its ideal beauty, its touching tenderness, its winning simplicity of 
style and conception, and its intense vividness. If he had shorn 
down his exuberances and extravagances to the natural level of 
this splendid vision, he might have defied time, and its myriad- 
fingered crew, to soil the wreath of his immortality :— 


‘ There it was, on alittle river island, that once—whether sleeping 
or waking we know not—we saw celebrated a fairy’s funeral. First, 
we heard small pipes playing, as if no bigger than hollow rushes 
that whisper to the night winds; and more piteous than aught that 
trills from earthly instrument was the scarce audible dirge! It 
seemed to float over the stream, every foam-bell emitting a plaintive 
note, till the fairy anthem floated over our couch, and then alighting 
without footsteps among the heather. The pattering of little feet 
was then heard, as if living creatures were arranging themselves 
in order, and then there was nothing, but a more ordered hymn. 

















i ee a it, 


an tee os 














The Fairy’s Funeral. 101 


The harmony was like the melting of musical dewdrops, and sung 
without words of sorrow and death. We opened our eyes, or 
rather sight came to them when closed, and dream was vision. 
Hundreds of creatures, no taller than the crest of the lapwing, and 
all hanging down their veiled heads, stood in a circle on a green plat 
among the rocks; and in the midst of it was a bier, framed, as it 
seemed, of flowers unknown to the Highland hills; and on the bier 
a fairy lying with uncovered face, pale as a lily and motionless as 
the snow. The dirge grew fainter and fainter, and then died away ; 
when two of the creatures came from the circle, and took their 
station, one at the head, the other at the foot, of the bier. They 
sang alternate measures, not louder than the twittering of the awak- 
ened wood-lark, before it goes up the dewy air, but dolorous, and 
full of the desolation of death. The flower-bier stirred ; for the spot 
on which it lay sank slowly down, and in a few moments the green- 
sward was smooth as ever, the very dews glittering above the buried 
fairy. A cloud passed over the moon; and, with a choral lament, 
the funeral troop sailed duskily away, heard afar off, so still was the 
midnight solitude of the glen. Then the disenthralled Orchy began 
to rejoice as before, through all her streams and falls; and at the 
sudden leaping of the waters and outbursting of the moon we 
awoke.’ 


This is as fine, we take it, as anything of the kind to be found 
in literature. As Wilson did everything after his own way, so he 
did his writing after his own way too. He always wrote under 
compulsion, as most men do, we fancy ; and every moment was 
of value when once he began. His house swarmed with printers’ 
familiars from the moment he began until he closed; so that 
writing an article for Blackwood was like dusting the jacket of a 
prize-fighter, or walking at the rate of seventy miles a-day. He 
used to shut himself up in his study, with express orders that 
nobody, on any pretence whatever, should interrupt him until 
his task was completed. His fare was just sufficient to sustain 
nature, and little more. His dinner consisted invariably, on 
such occasions, Mrs Gordon tells us, ‘of a boiled fowl, potatoes, 
and a glass of water; he allowed himself no wine. In his 
later days, when paralysis had overtaken him, he practised entire 
abstinence from stimulants. 

Space alone prevents us from giving a few specimens of Mr 
Hill Burton’s amusing reminiscences of Wilson in 1830-1, filled 
as they are with vivid sketching, and most interesting details of 
the Professor and his students. We must pass by, for a similar 
reason, the admirable notices by the Rev. Mr Smith, in 1837, 
and by Mr Taylor Innes, in 1850-51, of the respective sessions 
during which they attended the class of moral philosophy. 

One or two supremely bright intervals occurred to him, one 
of which was a magnificent regatta which he got up on Lake 








102 Professor Wilson. 


Windermere, in the autumn of 1825, for the reception of Sir 
Walter Scott, and Mr Canning, Secretary for Foreign Affairs, 
The three bards of the lakes, Wordsworth, Southey, and Wilson, 
led the cheers that greeted the arrival of their illustrious guests. 
This splendid pageant is fully detailed in Scott’s Life. Again, 
he was entertained to a grand public dinner in Paisley ; and the 
last that we can mention was his presence as croupier, where 
the Karl of Eglinton was chairman, at a poetical jubilee given 
in honour of Burns, in the town of Ayr, in 1844. 

The work of the professorship hardly retarded Wilson’s de- 
votion to Blackwood’s Magazine. He had a warm affection for 
old ‘ Ebony,’ and so had old Ebony for him. They mutually 
trusted and believed in each other. He usually wrote two 
papers at least for every number of the journal. In 1827 he 
wrote twenty-seven articles, and in 1830 he wrote the incredible 
number of thirty articles, or 1200 columns in all! 

Ilis very clever and versatile friend Lockhart wrote, in 1823, 
‘ Who the devil cares for Cockneydom? and, in 1825, went to 
London to edit the Quarterly Review, and to dine with the duke 
this, and my lord that. In a single letter to Wilson, he speaks 
of having met Hook, Rogers, Canning, Croly, Maginn, Lady 
Davy, Lady C. Lamb, Miss Baillie, Gifford, Matthews, Edward 
Irving, Allan Cunningham, Wilkie, Colburn, and last and 
greatest of them all, Coleridge. The versatile and _ brilliant 
Maginn, with his generous Irish banter, and his keen sarcastic 
wit, is moving now on the page of Blackwood with a rapid, 
sparkling lucidity, and under as many disguises as his cooler 
and more dexterous rival, John G. Lockhart. Poor De Quincey, 
too, who can get no rest for the sole of his foot for visions of 
bailiffs and catchpolls, writes to Wilson in a distressed state of 
mind, from some obscure hiding-place in London. One of the 
most singular men of genius this that ever visited our planet; 
for his advent and his obscuration alike resemble more one of 
those skyey visitors which now and then usurp our atmospheric 
vision, than one of the sons of clay. His opium-eating habits 
seem to have bewildered his conscience, his judgment, his will, 
whatever they did for the preservation of his body. He has 
always ‘ given up opium now;’ and yet still he greedily clings 
to the habit of using the drug in private. One night he drops 
in on his old friend Wilson, to wait till a shower ceases, and 
behold—waits for a year! He was often not seen for entire 
days by the inmates of the house; and delivered himself so 
elaborately to the cook respecting the quality and the carving of 
his mutton, as would have driven any one but a Scotch cook to 
distraction. ‘The bodie has an awfw’ sicht 0’ words,’ she drily 
remarked, In the afternoon he usually was to be found stretched 
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out at length, under the influence of his narcotic, on the rug 
before the fire, with his arms across his breast, and a book for 
his pillow. The most brilliant time of De Quincey was in the 
morning hours, about two and three o’clock, when he would 
discourse so subtilely, so eloquently, so learnedly, on any topic 
under the sun, that one would be appalled by the weird music 
of his speech. During that year Wilson used frequently to in- 
vite supper parties, for the special purpose of listening to this 
oracle, when the spell was lifted from its lips, and permission 
was given it to utter itself to men. A singular enigmatic cha- 
racter ; one of the meanest men conceivable in some thin gs, and 
one of the noblest in others. Until we know something more 
intimately than we now do of the effects of that strange drug 
on the human system, of its effects not only on the body, but 
likewise on the mind and the heart, there can be no possibility 
of approximating a correct estimate of this man, or of his man- 
ners and life. The bane, besides, is likely to be fatal to the 
antidote ; for to undergo the necessary qualifications to sit as a 
judge in the case, one would require to divest one’s self in a great 
measure of one’s judicial skill and authority,—an experiment, we 
should think, few are likely to try. Wilson appreciated his won- 
derful powers, and tolerated his failings, as he did those of an- 
other very unfortunate son of genius— Hartley Coleridge. It 
speaks well for his heart that he did so. Had he been a smaller 
man than he was, he would not have done as he did by them 
both. Poor little Hartley, who dressed always in sailor’s attire, 
had been induced, when on a visit to Wilson at Elleray, to stay 
and do some writing that hung over him; when, watching his 
chance, he bolted out, flew down the road like the wind, and to 
the astonishment of the inmates of Elleray, the white breeches 
dashed out of sight round a corner to his old haunts and his 
tippling associates. 

A letter of Wilson’s to young Delta (Moir), is full of the 
warmest and kindliest sympathies, and of the best wisdom ; for 
it was a searching, keen, somewhat severe criticism of a poem 
of the author’s. Tn 1829, Thomas Carlyle, in the pride and 
strensth of his youth and his dawning genius, writes to him, 
inviting him to spend the Christmas at his secluded abode 
up among the hills of Dumfriesshire. The year previously, by 
his article on Burns in the Edinburgh, Carlyle had thrown down 
the gauntlet to Fame, which has since not ceased to proclaim his 
triumphs, nor will she cease for a long time tocome. This letter 
is as full of character, as full of moral fervour, as full of his peculiar 
genius—though somewhat unformed then—as any he has ever 
written since. Ebenezer Elliot, the hard-handed steel worker, 
and the soft-hearted sturdy poet, asks Wilson if he thinks the 
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iron trade a light business, to come and ‘break a ton.’ Thus it 
was that Wilson lived and worked, in a somewhat fitful, yet 
ultimately productive style. Now intensely busy, sometimes 
he would not be seen for whole days and nights at a time; then 
he strolled about as idle as a song-bird in June. This fault of his 
character—this want of close, consecutive, persistent pursuit of 
any one given object,—is attributable somewhat, no doubt, to the 
life he led in his youth; but it belongs more peculiarly and 
emphatically to something deeper in the man’s own character 
and life. Of the virtue of patience, of calm, yet ever-burning 
zeal, without which no man ever did anything great, he seems 
to have had but very little. Of the spirit of quiet, fearless self- 
control, his life furnishes but few examples. The generosity and 
nobility of youth, possibly, did not require this stern mistress to 
keep watch over him; and if-in after life she visited him at all, 
it was more by fits and starts than in any other way. His genius 
was at best but fitful and impulsive, though it was fiery, energetic, 
intense, almost until the last. He had much of that deep and 
glowing enthusiasm which keeps the roots of a man’s being warm 
and strong. The ills of life wound such a man only to heal him ; 
and the worst shafts of fate are quenched before reaching his 
‘heart of hearts.’ It was good for Wilson that he was afflicted ; 
for trouble sent a divine calm over his life, in which he had leisure 
to think of how he had borne himself in the strife which was now 
nearly past. The training that he had received at the hand of 
circumstance, though good enough for the poet, was too irregular 
and discontinuous for the man. And while, in fervour and in 
heroism, he had the genuine religious feeling of an ancient 
Crusader, and would have broken as stout a lance against the 
‘ Soldan fierce’ as the ‘ Black Knight,’ or as Geoffrey of Bulloigne, 
he wanted many of those minor virtues which, when taken to- 
gether, serve to build up a great and heroic character. 

Professor Wilson, in truth, had now reached that period when 
the shadows begin to descend from the long mountains, and when 
the road on which the traveller journeys seems to be narrowing to 
its close. It was becoming more and more difficult for him to render 
inaudible the trampling of the steeds which bore near and ever 
nearer to him the fleet chariot of time. In youth, no such coursers 
seem to accompany man on his journey; in age, tlie thunder of their 
hoofs is always in his ear. When read in this light, his Dies 
Boreales—his last contribution to Blackwood—have an awful 
solemnity about them. They are toned down and chastened; yet 
this suppression of enthusiasm is no suppression of strength. 
They seem written by a hand that had struggled hard to wipe 
the thickening filaments from eyes that the blinding light of 
another world had dimmed. But in this there is a fresh and 
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inexhaustible interest. His wife, his best-beloved, who had long 
been ailing, died on the 29th of March 1837. He was so 
overcome by the stroke, which he had long anticipated, that he 
was ‘seized with a sort of delirium,’ says a relative; ‘and you 
can scarcely picture a more distressing scene than him lying 
on the floor, his son John weeping over him, and the poor girls 
in equal distress. His first words were those of prayer; after 
that he spoke incessantly the whole night, and seemed to recapi- 
tulate the events of many years in a few hours.’ This is still 
the youthful and tender-hearted John Wilson, who, in his 
early boyhood, swooned over his father’s grave in the Paisley 
churchyard. Henceforward his life was unutterably sad. The 
companion of his life was now taken from him, and what could 
replace her? The sharer of his joys and his sorrows was gone, 
and he gave himself up to grief. Yet not wholly to grief: his 
nature was not of the kind for that; its roots were too strong to be 
drenched by the waters of desolation. He had been long aftlicted 
with rheumatism—as how could he escape that grievous malady 
of strong men?—and paralysis seized his right hand as early as 
1840, and by 1852 the hand was entirely useless. The whole 
body was pervaded, more or less, by the subtle precursors of this 
fell disease. In 1850, both mind and body gave way. His step, 
which was erewhile erect and decisive, became now feeble and 
unsteady; and his mind, which before gloried in its strength, 
was now so weak at times as not to be able to comprehend a 
book. Poor John Gibson Lockhart, now an old man in heaith 
and in shattered spirits—having lost his wife, Sir Walter Scott's 
daughter, and all his family but one female child—visited him 
at Woodburn ; and it is unutterably melancholy to behold those 
two companions-in-arms, once the fleetest of the fleet, heavy and 
worn with the brunt of life. The fire had burnt itself out in 
Wilson. The nerve material, through which the mind works, 
had become unstrung; and, like a worn-out harp, it would no 
longer ‘discourse most eloquent music.’ The brain, formerly 
strong as a Nemean lion, was now softened, and its tension gone. 
Nothing stared him in the face but helpless imbecility ; nothing 
surrounded him but the consciousness that his genius, which had 
delighted so many, was dead and gone. It is the saddest bereave- 
ment that can befal a gifted man. That Professor Wilson should, 
in these circumstances, have sunk into that state of anguish which 
has made the end of many men of genius so wretched, is not 
surprising. But it is sad to find that his anguish was so little 
diluted, so little counteracted, by the inspirations of faith. That 
he was no pagan or unbeliever, every reader of his works may 
see. The uniform awe and reverence, the solemn bowing down 
of his whole nature, when, in such papers as the ‘ Elder’s Death 
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bed,’ or the ‘ Elder’s Funeral,’ he alludes to the name and the 
work of the Saviour, must strike every reader. But it is more 
religious sentimentality that crops out from his writings than of 
strong, earnest, ceaseless, clinging to the divine chain that hangs 
from the Maker’ sthrone. There was little of the daily knocking 
of the humble-hearted Christian, but much occasional fervour of 
trustful adoration of the Saviour of men. We must not test 
him by ordinary rules, just because he was no ordinary man. It 
is better to leave his character, with its noblenesses and its fail- 
ings, its errors and its excellences, its sins and its grandeurs, to 
be judged by One infinitely wiser and more just. 

In 1851, a pension of L.300 a year from the Crown was very 
handsomely offered to him by Lord Russell; and the following 
year he resioned his professorship. The fieht was now over; 
the din of war had ceased; the bugle had blown its last reve dillé ; 
and, like an old Crimean war- horse, he was now let loose into 
the quiet paddock to die. From the 13th October 1853, he 
was never seen out of his house. Of the three subjects that 
used to occupy his mind in his decline, the memory of his wife, 
of his beloved Elleray, and of his boyhood, the last alone 
clung to him longest, as indeed in such cases it ever does. The 
mind of the man was fast failing. Now he tried philosophy, 
now he tried letters, now he tried ‘verse—all were a mass of con- 
fusion to him. The Bible was on his deathbed, we believe, his 
only comfort. He would count over his flies again and again, 
and the old man would tell, ever and anon, of ‘the streams he 
used to fish in of old, and of the deeds he had performed in his 
childhood and youth. The beginning of April 1854 came, and 
he was seized suddenly one morning when at breakfast, with a 
fresh stroke of paralysis, which affected one entire side. He 
lingered on, sinking, sinking, till towards midnight of the 3d, 
passing his hand frequently : across his eyes and ‘head, to draw 
aside the blinding veil that the last enemy was weaving over 
him. But no; no mortal hand can remove that veil. Still he 
breathed heavily, heavily. A few throbs more, and the great 
heart was still. 
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Art. IV.—Céuvres Scientifiques de Goethe, Analysées et Ap- 
preciées. Par Ernest Fatvre, Professeur a la Faculté des 
Sciences de Lyon. 8vo, pp. 444. Paris: Hachette et Cie. 
1862. 


Among the biographies of the distinguished men who flourished 
during the last century, there is none so remarkable, so instruc- 
tive, and so distressing, as that of Johan Wolfgang Goethe, a 
poet of undoubted genius, a naturalist with a disputed title to the 
name, and a natural philosopher, without even the elements of 
science. With his various claims to a high reputation, he was 
the demigod of his country and of his age, with crowds of wor- 
shippers, as eager to admire and defend his errors, as to applaud 
and exaggerate his merits. Though a student of Nature in some 
of her richest domains, and an admirer of the beauty and adap- 
tations of the material world, he neither recognised the divine 
hand that made it, nor the watchful Providence by which it is 
sustained. Without even the sentiment of a high morality, he 
had no faith in those great truths which had been accepted by 
the first of poets and the greatest of philosophers. 

Without wishing to lessen the reputation of the great German 
sage, already embalmed in the hero-worship of his countrymen, 
we must confess that we were little disposed to weleome any 
fresh attempt to place him in a higher niche of his heathen 
temple, or to palliate, even by silence, the perilous utterances of 
its oracle. Had such a step been taken by one of his German 
idolaters, we should have ranked it among those attempts which 
have been so often made to propagate and perpetuate error, and 
to slander the great men in England and France, who rushed to 
the rescue when the discoveries and character of Newton were 
ignorantly and impertinently assailed. 

But this is not the character of the work to which we refer, 
and the title of which we have placed at the head of this article. 
The author of ‘ The Analysis and Appreciation of the Scientific 
Works of Goethe’ is a French savant, and has executed his task 
not only with great ability and learning, but with a candour and 
love of truth worthy of the highest admiration. His estimate of 
the science of the poet-philosopher is doubtless somewhat extra- 
vagant, and, we think, could not have been inspired by the same 
writings from the pen of an author unknown to fame ; yet, if the 
halo round the poet has thrown some of its lustre over his science, 
and dazzled the intellectual eye of his disciple, Professor Faivre 
has assisted his readers in forming a judgment of their own, by 
giving them the opinions of those who have assailed his master, 
as well as of those who have defended him. 
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In forming an estimate of the scientific merits of Goethe, it is 
not to be overlooked that his writings on botany, anatomy, and 
geology, have never been translated into our language, and that 
his peculiar views on these subjects, which have been stamped 
as original discoveries by continental writers, have been less 
highly esteemed in the country of Bacon and Newton, where 
the inductive philosophy has been so successfully expounded and 
applied. His ‘ Theory of Colours,’ no doubt the most erroneous 
and presumptuous of all his writings, has been translated into 
English, with annotations, by Sir Charles Eastlake ; but this dis- 
tinguished artist was not actuated by any sentiment of its scien- 
tific value, but solely by the mistaken belief that the theory of 
the poet was more applicable than the doctrines of Newton to 
the purposes of art. 

In France, on the other hand, the scientific writings of Goethe 
have been more highly appreciated than in England ; and some 
of the most eminent members in the Academy of Sciences have 
given the name of original discoveries to what less imaginative 
naturalists have regarded as but ingenious speculations. With- 
out knowing that his countryman, M. Charles Martins, had trans- 
lated into French and published some of the more important 
scientific writings of Goethe, Professor Faivre had been engaged 
for more than eight years in the same task; and seeing that 
Martins could not carry on his work, he resolved to devote him- 
self to the completion of the task which he had begun. Having 
announced his intention to ‘ one of the most illustrious savants 
of Germany, whom Goethe had for a long time honoured with 
his friendship, he said to him, that the study of that profound 
genius was vast enough to occupy an entire lifetime, and warmly 
encouraged him to enter upon an inquiry which nobody had 
ventured to pursue.’ 

Following this advice, M. Faivre ‘ has endeavoured to accom- 
pany an analysis of the scientific works of the poet, and a literal 
translation of his more essential productions, with considerations 
on the life, the correspondence, the doctrines, and more specially 
on the very original character of that mind which knew how éo 
enliven science by poetry, and to find poetical inspirations in science.’ 
Before entering upon this task, our author gives an: introductory 
and able sketch of the progress of the sciences in Europe during 
the period in which Goethe carried on his researches ; and though 
he closes it with an enthusiastic enumeration of the high quali- 
ties of Goethe, as an observer and a philosopher, he candidly ad- 
mits, ‘that he unfortunately had not learnt to keep himself 
within the just limits which reason dictated to him ;—that he too 
often put imagination in the place of reality, and substituted pre- 
conceived ideas and erroneous systems for legitimate induction. 
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Instead, he adds, ‘ of forgetting himself in order to listen to 
truth, he attempted more than once to make the results of science 
yield to the requirement of a false pride. An ardent imagina- 
tion, and an immoderate love of himself, were the stumbling- 
blocks in the scientific career of Goethe. We shall have to call 
attention to these distressing influences, to the errors which they 
brought along with them, and to the acts of injustice to which 
they gave rise; and we shall then learn, from the example of 
the author of Faust, that disinterestedness, modesty, and for- 
getfulness of self have their importance in the investigation of 
truth.’ 

With such frank and candid admissions, so indicative of a love 
of truth, we shall be more indulgent to our author should his 
appreciation of the science of the poet-philosopher be too partial 
or extravagant, or his palliation too lenient of those acts of per- 
sonal injustice which he perpetrated, not only against those who 
questioned his opinions, but against those great men whose dis- 
coveries he ridiculed and assailed. 

Before entering upon the analysis of the writings of Goethe, 
Professor Faivre gives an account of his ‘ life and scientific rela- 
tions,’ in two chapters: one from his birth, in 1749, to his return 
from Italy, in 1788 ; and the other from 1788 till his death, in 
1832. These chapters constitute Part I. of his work. In Part 
II. he treats of his scientific writings in seven chapters, relative 
to his botanical, anatomical, geological, and optical researches, 
In Part ITI. he treats, in three chapters, of the science shown in his 
literary and esthetic writings, viz., on the knowledge and senti- 
ment of nature in his poetry,—of the science in his romances,— 
and on certain opinions of his on the relations between the 
sciences and the fine arts. In Part IV. he treats, in four chap- 
ters, of his views on natural history,—on method,—on the prin- 
ciple of unity of composition and the idea of metamorphosis,— 
of our general conceptions of nature,—and of his opinions upon 
science and contemporary savans. 

Owing to the high reputation of Goethe as a poet, and the 
wide circulation of his works, few even of his contemporaries 
were aware that the author of Faust and Werther could have 
written on the metamorphosis of plants, on comparative anatomy, 
and on optics. It was difficult to believe that a poet could be a 
man of science ; and hence almost all Goethe’s biographers, who 
have given the most minute details regarding his character, his 
habits, his correspondence, and his travels, have scargely made 
a reference to his writings and discoveries as a naturalist. 
This injustice on the part of his countrymen was felt deeply by 
the poet, who, towards the close of his life, gave vent to his 
feelings in the following remarkable passage :— 
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‘More than half a century has passed since I was known in my own 
and in foreign countries as a poet, and nobody disputed my title. But 
what is not generally known, and what has not been sufficiently at- 
tended to, is, that I have studied the physical and physiological pheno- 
mena of nature with the greatest attention, and that I have observed 
them in silence with a perseverance which passion only could inspire. 
So that, when my essay on the laws of the development of the plant, 
which had been printed in German forty years before, attracted atten- 
tion, first in Switzerland, and then in France, the astonishment was 
great, that a poet, occupied generally with intellectual phenomena, 
the offspring of sentiment and imagination, should turn so suddenly 
from his path, and make a discovery of such importance.’ 


The injustice thus bitterly deplored, has, as we shall see, 
been amply repaired by Professor Faivre, of whose impartial and 
able work we shall now proceed to give a brief but imperfect 
analysis. 

John Wolfgang Von Goethe was — at Frankfort-on-the- 
Maine, on the 28th of August 1749. He commenced his studies 
at Leipsic, where the works and the discoveries of Haller and 
Linneus excited in him an ardent passion for natural science 
and physiology. On his return to Frankfort, he trifled for a 
while with alchemy; but, having seen his folly, he repaired to 
Strasburg to take his degrees in law. Though a student of law, 
he attended the lectures on anatomy and clinical medicine ; and 
the ardour with which he pursued these and every other branch 
of kindred study excited universal admiration. From medicine he 
passed to geology ; and in several excursions which he made into 
Alsace, he concluded, from its fossil shells, that all the valley of 
the Rhine, with its high mountains, had been formerly a sea. 

In 1773, when Goethe left Strasburg, he was only twenty-four 
years of age. Though his studies had been almost w holly phy- 
sical, his ‘mind had been occupied with his literary projects. 
Wer ther r appeared i in 1774, and procured for him a brilliant re- 
putation in every part of Germany. Celebrities of various kinds 
congratulated him on his genius; and, among these, Lavater and 
Zimmermann—men distinguished more by their science than by 
their literature. During several years a correspondence was kept 
up between Goethe and Lav ater ; but the physiognomist having 
had occasion to go to Frankfort, paid his first visit to the poet. 
After a cordial embr: ace, anda rapid survey of the poet’s features, 
Lavater could not refrain from the expression of his surprise and 
dislike. Goethe gently remarked, that as God had made him 
so, he must be resigned to it ; but Lavater could not forget the 
disagreeable impression w hich the poet’s features had made upon 
him, till his prejudices were removed by the conversation which 
ensued. 
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He devotes himself to Botany and Geology. 11] 


This interview with Lavater had a great influence over the 
studies of Goethe. The physiognomist regarded a knowledge of 
osteology, especially of that of the cranium, as the foundation of 
his new art; and he induced his friend to study the cranium 
of animals, and requested him to impart to him the results of his 
observations. Goethe followed this advice, and communicated 
to Lavater the results of his discoveries ; but, strange to say, the 
physiognomist published them as his own. Goethe wrote to his 
secretary, Eckermann, ‘that everything on the cranium of ani- 
mals in Lavater’s Physiognomy belonged to him ;’ and he said 
the same thing to Herder in 1775. Professor Faivre recognises, 
in several chapters, the style and ideas of Goethe, and specially 
mentions the poem on Artists in Physiognomy. 

When Lavater left Frankfort, Zimmermann, the author of the 
celebrated work on Solitude, paid a visit to the family of Goethe. 
This celebrated physician had a strong opinion on the necessity 
of experiments in philosophy ; and Goethe tells us that ‘ the dis- 
coveries which Zimmermann pronounced as a physician, and the 
works which he had published as a philosopher, had led him to 
the study of nature.’ 

Having been invited to Weimar by the Grand Duke, Goethe 
began in 1775 to devote himself to natural history; and the 
years which he spent in the ‘Athens’ of Germany were the 
most active and laborious in his life. In the middle of his 
palitical and literary occupations, he found leisure for the con- 
tinuous study of different branches of natural history, but par- 
ticularly of botany. After having collected and classified plants, 
in excursions to Ziegenhayn, he met at Weimar with Charles 
Batsch, an able partisan of the natural system, and Counsellor 
Buttner, a contemporary and opponent of Linnzeus; and from 
them he acquired a knowledge of the leading questions in gene- 
ral botany, and of the importance of method. In the writings 
of Rousseau he found a new incentive to the study of plants. 
This celebrated writer had studied botany both in the field and 
in the closet. He discovered the Vinca in France; and he had 
a glimpse of ‘those transformations which hide, under multiple 
forms, the more simple forms from which they are derived.’ 

In visiting with the Grand Duke the mines of Illemenau, in 
botanizing in the mountains of Thuringia, and especially in his 
journey to Switzerland, where he had the good fortune to meet 
with Saussure, Goethe had observed the forms of the valleys, the 
structure of the rocks, the positions of the strata, and the organic 
matter of which they were composed; and hence he acquired 
some knowledge of geology and mineralogy, which was greatly 
increased by the instructions of a pupil from the school of Frey- 
berg. In order to study more profoundly the properties of 
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minerals, he devoted himself to natural philosophy and chemistry. 
From 1780 to 1783 he was occupied with electricity and zeron- 
autics under Soemmering, and even made some successful ascents 
in balloons. In 1785 we find him in the chemical laboratories 
of Siewer and Bucholz, and studying under Professor Gotteling, 
at Jena, the new discoveries in chemistry which had been made 
in France. 

Under Professor Loder of Jena, who had a fine museum, 
Goethe began his study of human and comparative anatomy. 
He made dissections along with the students, and prepared skele- 
tons and other articles, which are now in public collections. In 
these researches he was led to observe the intermaxillary bone 
in man—a discovery which he thus communicates to Madame 
de Stein on the 27th March 1784: ‘I have made an anatomical 
discovery, as important as it was unexpected. My feelings have 
been so acute, that my very bowels have been stirred by them.’ 
Proud of this, his first conquest in science, Goethe communicated 
it to Herder and Knebel, who encouraged him to draw up an 
account of it. The manuscript was sent to Camper and Soem- 
mering, who received it with coldness. Camper believed that 
such a bone did not exist in man ; Soemmering replied, that the 
fundamental idea belonged to Blumenbach, and that ‘the Tabula 
Terminorum were the work of a student, though they must have 
cost the author much labour. Goethe was mortified with the 
unfavourable reception of his Memoir; and, in reference to 
Soemmering, he wrote to Merck, ‘that a savant by profession 
was really capable of doubting his five senses.’ 

On the 3d September 1786 Goethe quitted Carlsbad, to make 
a tour in Italy, which he had long contemplated. With Lin- 
nzeus in his hand, he botanized in the Tyrol ; and, in the valley 
of Bautzen, collected minerals, and studied the effects of eleva- 
tion on the distribution of plants. In the magnificent botanic 
garden at Padua he studied the various and bizarre forms of 
exotic vegetation ; and his imagination was specially affected by 
the red bells of the Bignonia radicans and the leaves of the fan- 
tail paim tree. He was here inspired with the idea of ‘the 
identity of the parts of plants.’ At Venice, when walking on the 
Liddo, near the Jewish cemetery, he found on the road the head 
of a ram, whitened by time; and, upon studying it, he recognised 
that the bones of the cranium were modified vertebrae. He con- 
tinued his studies at Ferrara and Bologna; and at Rome, in the 
midst of the chefs d’ceuvres of art, he found leisure to worship 
naiure. While engaged in the composition of Iphigenia, Wil- 
helm Meister, Tasso, and Egmont, he studied the phenomena of 
germination in the development of the pine, the cactus, and the 
date tree, from the seed to the perfect organs of the plant. In 
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the garden of Angelica Kauffmann may still be seen the date 
trees and pines which had been planted by the poet. The inte- 
rest which he felt in the study of nature, as superior to that of 
art, is freely expressed in a letter to the Grand Duchess Louisa 
of Weimar :—‘ The least product of nature has in itself the circle 
of its perfections. If I have but eyes to see, I can discover their 
relation, and convince myself that within a small circle all true 
existence is embraced. . . . In the works of art there is much 
tradition ; the works of nature are always as a word of God 
continually expressed.’ 

At Naples, as might have been expected, Goethe found the 
most interesting fields of observation. In the eruptions of Vesu- 
vius, in the ruined cities of Herculaneum and Pompeii, and in 
the upheaved temple of Serapis, the age was led into new studies 
and new regions of speculation. In writing to his friends, he 
tells them that: he has seen the phenomena of Vesuvius, and that 
he is about to devote his whole life to observation. ‘ Perhaps,’ 
he adds, ‘I may find the means of extending the boundaries of 
human knowledge. Do not fail to tell Herder that I pursue 
with ardour my botanical studies; that it is always the same 
principle, but that it would require a lifetime to develop. In 
the botanical garden of Palermo, the idea of a primitive plant 
pressed itself upon his notice ; and, after his return to Naples, 
he communicated his idea to Herder in the following terms, which 
throw some light upon the scientific character of the poet :—‘ I 
tell you, in confidence, that I am on the eve of penetrating into 
the mystery of the birth and organization of plants. . . . The 
primitive plant will be the most singular thing in the world, and 
nature herself will envy me. With this model and its key we shall 
invent an infinity of new plants, which may exist if they do not; 
and which, instead of being the reflexion of an artistic or poetical 
imagination, will have a real, a true, and a necessary existence, 
and this creative law be applied to everything which has life.’ 

On his return to Rome, the study of botany gave way to that 
of human anatomy, and of the human form as exhibited in the 
works of the sculptor. ‘This study,’ he says, ‘is the ne plus 
ultra of knowledge and of activity. My notions in natural his- 
tory, but chiefly in osteology, have made my progress rapid. I 
include, however, the statues, the most sublime legacy of anti- 
quity. I feel that one must study for a whole life in order to be 
able some day to exclaim, I comprehend! I enjoy!’ 

On the 10th September 1788 Goethe left Italy for Germany ; 
and he entered upon a new life at Jena and Weimar. Jena was 
then the most important university seat in Germany, with emi- 
nent professors, rich museums, and distinguished society. Here 
he met with Schiller, William and Alexander Humboldt; and 

VOL. XXXVIII. NO. LXXV. H 








114 Professor Faivre’s Scientific Biography of Goethe. 


he associated with Professors Schelling, Fichte, Hegel, Loder, 
Hufeland, and Oken, now.as a disciple attending their lectures, 
and now as a friend. His position at Weimar, and his influence 
with the Grand Duke Charles Augustus, enabled him to do much 
for the promotion of science. In 1776 the Grand Duke had 
appointed him Counsellor of Legation, in 1779 a Privy Coun- 
sellor, and in 1782 letters of nobility were issued in his favour. 
Thus crowned with patronage, he invited to Jena the most cele- 
brated professors. He established a veterinary school in the 
town; and organized at Weimar a meteorological observatory, 
and a botanic garden, which was under his special charge. This 
influence in promoting science was exerted during the whole of 
his political life, but especially when, in 1817, he became Prime 
Minister to the Grand Duke. 

During the three years spent at Weimar and Jena he made 
great Syne in his natural history researches. In 1790 he 
wrote his essay on the metamorphosis of plants, a paper on art, 
another on manner and style, and a fragment on the Roman 
Carnival. The essay on metamorphosis, which appeared first, 
met with a cold reception from the public. His views were 
everywhere opposed. Booksellers had refused to publish it; the 
learned societies did not deign to notice it; and the friends of the 
poet, and the public, advised him not to change for a local flora 
the ever flowery fields of literature. Although Goethe, confi- 
dent in the value of his work, was greatly chagrined by the re- 
ception it met with from persons whose adoption of his views, 
and whose admiration even of them, he had expected, was yet 
not discouraged. He struck into a new field of research, and 
began the study of optics. 

After trying in vain to comprehend the treatises on the 
subject, he resolved to appeal to. observation. For this purpose, 
Counsellor Buttner sent to him, at Jena, prisms and other appa- 
ratus ; and after a few experiments with them, he concluded that 
the views of Newton on the composition of light were erroneous. 

Full of this illusion, he no doubt anticipated the fame of en- 
countering the great master of science, and refuting the finest of 
his discoveries. He therefore devoted himself to optical observa- 
tions; and having erected in his house an optical chamber, with 
prisms, lenses, and every other kind of apparatus, he continued 
for two years to study the phenomena of light and colour. The 
results of this inquiry were given to the world in the two first 
fragments of his ‘Contributions to the Study of Optics,’ accom- 
panied with plates carefully designed. 

While engaged in these studies, and occupied with his Dis- 
course on Experience, the French Revolution called into the 
field the armies of the European powers, and the Duke of 
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Weimar himself quitted his capital to place himself at the head 
of his troops. Goethe accompanied his sovereign, and amid the 
perils of war and the inconveniences of camps he carried on his 
optical experiments. At Verdun he conjured with his prism ; 
and in the Prince of Reuss, to whom he explained his theory of 
colours, he found a willing disciple and a warm admirer. This 
flattering incident led Goethe to remark, that it was more agree- 
able to speak of science to men of the world than to philosophers ! 
‘Philosophers,’ he added, ‘have ears only for what they have 
learned and taught, and agreed upon among themselves.’ At 
Pempledorf, in November 1792, he was less successful than at 
Verdun in gaining disciples and admirers. He was anxious to 
explain to its literary residents his views on the metamorphosis 
of plants, but he did not succeed. They were considered as 
nothing more than the caprices of an artist. In 1793 Goethe 
assisted at the siege of Mayence; and in the midst of hostilities 
he found leisure to study the Treatise on Physics by Fischer, and 
to establish the fundamental principles of his theory of colours. 
In 1794 Goethe returned to his native country, where, as he 
remarks, ‘a new spring developed the germs, the seeds, and the 
buds of his early studies. He now met with Schiller, who is 
believed to have helped the poet-philosopher in his optical 
studies, while Goethe contributed to the perfection of ‘ William 
Tell.’ The two poets met at the Society of Natural History, 
founded at Weimar by Professor Batsch the botanist. On 
leaving the séance, Schiller came up to Goethe and complained 
of the fragmentary method adopted by naturalists, which repelled 
the uninitiated. Goethe was led by this observation to expound 
to his brother poet his theory of the metamorphosis of plants, 
and he delineated for him his ‘ primitive plant.’ Schiller listened 
in silence, and added, shaking his head, ‘ All this is a mere idea, 
and not founded on observation. Though astonished and al- 
most irritated at this observation, Goethe remained calm, and 
only said, ‘ that it was agreeable to have ideas at his command, 
and particularly to see the reality of them with his own eyes.’ 
Schiller was an idealist, and Goethe a realist. ‘ Each of them,’ 
as Professor Faivre remarks, ‘ was in himself the complement of 
the other; and this was the secret of their union, as so well ex- 
pressed by Goethe. ‘The battle,’ says he, ‘ between subject and 
object, the greatest and the most interminable of all battles, was 
the beginning of that friendship which has ever been productive 
of the happiest influences.’ According to Professor Faivre, 
these influences were mutual. The charming pictures of Swiss 
scenery in ‘William Tell’ was communicated by Goethe to 
Schiller, who had never been in Switzerland; and Schiller is 
said to have enriched the optics of his friend with the explanation 
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of a chromatic phenomenon, which had escaped the notice of 
optical philosophers. In speaking of the work of Schiller, 
Goethe remarks, ‘that physical nature had never been the sub- 
ject of his study: he had neither the time nor the will to stoop 
to observation. The descriptions of scenery which give such a 
charm to his “ William Tell,” are founded not on his own personal 
impressions, but on the documents which I gave him, and on 
which his creative spirit has imprinted a power of extraordinary 
reality.’ 

+ 1795 and 1804 the scientific ardour of Goethe never 
relaxed. He composed fragments of a poem, the subject of 
which was to be Nature and Science ; wl he wrought unceas- 
ingly at his theory of colours, studying those ere by 
reflection, interference, and double refraction. He undertook 
also a history of what had been done on these difficult subjects 
by ancient and modern philosophers, and with this he translated 
the Treatises of ‘Theophrastus and Rousseau on Colours and on 
Painting. 

In his memoir on the intermaxillary bone, he threw out the 
idea, that all bones were made conformably to one and the same 
plan. In the museums at Jena he found what he considered 
proofs of this law ; and having been encouraged by the Humboldts 
and others, he wrote a dissertation on the laws of organic con- 
formation, and published several fragments on comparative 
“anatomy. 

These works were no sooner finished, than he abandoned his 
instruments and skeletons for literary pursuits. His communica- 
tions to ‘The Hours, and the ‘ Almanack of the Muses,’—his 
dramatic schemes,—his direction of the theatre,—and his original 
works, ‘ Hermann and Dorothea, ‘ Wilhelm Meister,’ and the 
‘ Xenies,’ with a number of poems on Science and Nature,— 
occupied almost exclusively this epoch of his life. He proceeded, 
however, with his theory of colours, and completed the didactic 
and historical portion of it. 

After the death of Schiller in 1805, Goethe became acquainted 
with Gall, the celebrated craniologist, who seems to have courted 
the adhesion of Goethe by listening to and praising his specu- 
lations on metamorphosis. ‘It is interesting, says Professor 
Faivre, ‘to learn the opinion which the phrenologist and the poet 
formed of each other. In the house of Professor Wolff, Gall had 
an opportunity of several times applying his system to the head 
of Goethe, the result of which is thus given by the poet: “ Every 
time that Gall felt my skull,—and he examined it every day,—he 
insisted, from the construction of my forehead, that I could not 
speak without uttering a trope,—a matter in which it was in my 
power, at every instant, to make him egregiously wrong. He 
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also frequently told me, very seriously, that I was born an orator 
for the people. I repelled at first his flatteries on this subject ; 
but at last I permitted him quietly to compare me with Chrysos- 
tom, the most eloquent of the saints.” ’ 

In 1805, when these events took place, the views of Goethe, 
now entering the calm of age, were completely changed. The 
poet and the artist gave place to the observer. ‘Time, as 
Madame de Stael observed, ‘made him a spectator ;’ and from 
1807, the love of observation became a passion to which he 
wholly abandoned himself. Aided by Seebeck, he devoted him- 
self to his ‘Theory of Colours.’ Three parts were completed in 
1808 and 1809, and after ten years of patient and laborious 
study it was published in 1810. Like his other scientific works, 
it met with a cold reception. The savants of France and Ger- 
many could not understand how a poet should pretend to refute 
truths established by the genius of Newton. Having reckoned 
upon a different result, Goethe strove to obtain a favourable 
opinion of his work. He sent a copy to the French Academy 
of Sciences, and his friend Reinhard made numerous attempts to 
obtain a report from that distinguished body. Hassenfratz, one 
of the commissioners, was ominously silent. Cuvier declared 
that such a work was beneath the notice of an Academy; and 
Delambre, in answer to the solicitation of friends, contented him- 
self with the reply, ‘that observations and experiments do not 
begin by attacking Newton.’ 

It is curious to observe how even scientific error never fails to 
find adherents and defenders. The natural philosophers of Ger- 
many, unwilling, we presume, to offend or disparage their literary 
idol, contented themselves with praising the method and style of 
the book, without a word of warning against its errors, or the 
expression of feeling for the great philosopher whom it ridiculed 
and assailed. The ‘Theory of Colours’ was, nevertheless, adopted 
and lauded by ignorant painters, who thought it a contribution to 
art, and by diplomatists and metaphysicians, who knew nothing 
about the matter. The poet, however, was flattered and en- 
couraged by adhesions like these ; and this weak point of his cha- 
racter is well seen in the following expression of his feelings in a 
letter to Reinhard :—‘ Two curious things have happened to me. 
A diplomatist declares that my book is a well-written manifesto ; 
and a philosopher has addressed to me the highest eulogies, be- 
cause I have introduced into physics the subject receptive and 
the object perceptive. . . . But what appears to me more im- 
portant is, that a statesman has devoted his leisure to the study 
of my work, with the patience and vigour with which he has 
studied political documents. He has gone so deeply into the 
subject, that he could discourse upon it in a council of mini- 
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sters, and would perplex with difficulties the most competent 
" savans.’ 

Instead of continuing his optical studies with the view of cor- 
recting his errors or making new discoveries, he ]Jaunched into a 
new field of inquiry with an ardour worthy of admiration. The 
discoveries of Lavoisier, Berthollet, and Berzelius had given an 
impulse to chemical science and its industrial applications. 
_ Goethe took a deep interest in their researches; and, under 
Dobereiner, whom he had called to the Chemical Chair in Jena, 
he devoted himself to mineral chemistry and metallurgy. Ac- 
companied frequently by the Grand Duke Charles Augustus, he 
spent whole days in the laboratory ; and it appears, from his cor- 
respondence with Dobereiner, that he had suggested the idea of 
some original researches on the manufacture of steel, and on the 
means of ascertaining the presence of poison in the bodies of man 
and animals. 

Although the researches of Goethe in natural history and 
anatomy had been derided and almost forgotten, yet in the last 
years of his life they were to a considerable extent adopted, de- 
fended, and admired. In 1790 his metamorphosis of plants had 
been slighted and ridiculed; in 1815 it was viewed with greater 
favour ; and, twenty years later, it was received as an element- 
ary part of the science. So early as 1808, Kieser regarded it as 
the grandest conception in vegetable philosophy ; and, in 1818, 
Nees d’Essenbeck assigns to him, after Theophrastus, the honour 
of being the Father of Modern Botany. 

These flattering encomiums induced him to write the history 
of his botanical studies, and especially of his later researches on 
metamorphosis ; and in 1817, 1820, and 1822, he published, in 
two volumes, his work ‘On Natural History in general, and par- 
ticularly on Morphology,’ which was translated into French by 
Ch. Martins, and published in 1837. 

In 1827 and 1828 Goethe attended the Congress of German 
Naturalists which had assembled at Munich and Berlin. At 
these meetings he met with Martins and other distinguished men, 
whose conversation inspired him with fresh ardour in the pursuits 
of science. His anatomical friends had at last adopted his views 
on the unity of organic composition ; and he found himself’ not 
only with the reputation of a discoverer, but with the honour of 
having seen and established truths which his contemporaries were 
unwilling or unable to appreciate. Dr Carus in Saxony, Dalton 
in Germany, Geoffroy Saint-Hilaire in France, and Soemmering 
in Bavaria, were his intimate friends and correspondents ; and 
the three first especially have fully appreciated the natural his- 
tory achievements of the poet. 

As Goethe advanced in age, his passion for the study of nature 
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increased. Te strove to correct his early writings, and to keep 
them on a level with advancing science. After 1810, his ‘ Trea- 
tise on Colours’ had become imperfect. The great discoveries on 
the polarization and double refraction of light, which had been 
made in France, England, and Germany, are said to have dis- 
turbed him greatly; and he deemed it necessary to present his 
own work to the public under a new aspect, more conformable to 
the researches of the day. With this motive he composed, between 
1817 and 1820, a treatise ‘On Entoptical Colours, which ap- 
peared at a later period as an addition to his ‘Treatise on Colours, 
and to which we shall have occasion more particularly to refer. 

After completing this work, Goethe resumed his studies in 
geology and mineralogy ; and, owing to an unexpected incident, 
he was enabled to carry on his researches with a zeal and suc- 
cess which exceeded his most sanguine expectations. On the 
26th April 1820, when passing through Eger on his way to 
Carlsbad, he deposited his passport at the police station. Upon 
seeing the name of Goethe, the Counsellor of Police, Gruner, 
himself an active geologist, and knowing the poet’s love of 
natural history, requested an interview with him, which was 
readily granted. Gruner described his collection of minerals, 
and spoke of his excursions to the mountains of Bohemia, but 
particularly of one which he was about to take to Krammerberg, a 
small but interesting mountain between Franzenburg and Eger. 
Goethe was so charmed with his geological friend, that he offered 
to accompany him on this excursion. It accordingly took place, 
and was followed by several others, of which an account is given 
in the correspondence, published in 1853, which was carried on 
between the two naturalists. 

Thus furnished with materials collected by himself, Goethe 
began a series of studies on the geological and mineralogical 
constitution of Bohemia, which he proposed to publish in a great 
work, for the use of tourists, amateurs, collectors, and geologists. 
This work was never finished ; but he has left us a series of dis- 
sertations, published between 1820 and 1828, and containing the 
principal materials of which it would have consisted. 

In the course of his journey in Bohemia, Goethe entered upon 
two new fields of research—paleontology and meteorology. He 
repeated and confirmed the ingenious observations of our coun- 
tryman, Luke Howard, on the form of clouds; and he published, 
in 1825, an exposition of the most important results which had 
been obtained in meteorology. 

The last ten years of the life of Goethe passed rapidly away 
amid the most active pursuits in poetry, literature, and science. 
In these years he wrote his ‘ Memoirs,’ the second part of ‘ Wil- 
helm Meister, the ‘Elective Affinities, the ‘ Reflections and 
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Maxims,’ and the ‘ Studies in Art and Antiquities.’ At the age 
of eighty and upwards he finished Faust, wrote the fourth book 
of his Memoirs, a recapitulation of the Theory of Colours, an 
explanation of the rainbow, a note on the spiral tendency of 
the evolution of plants, and a short notice on plastic anatomy. 
In the last hours of his life he took a deep interest in the dispute 
which had begun between Cuvier and Geoffroy St Hilaire. In 
the doctrine of the latter he found a development of the views 
which he had expressed in his youth; and he took up his pen 
to record his opinions on a question which had excited an Euro- 
pean interest. It was in the first days of 1832 that Goethe 
composed this, the last of his writings. He died on the 22d of 
March 1832, in the eighty-third year of his age. He passed 
serenely away, with the expressions, ‘ More light!’ ‘More light!’ 
—blind, alas! to that blessed light which has so often lighted 
through the dark valley of the grave the humblest and the 
highest of his race. 

Quitting the scientific biography of Goethe, we come now to 
the second part of Professor Faivre’s work,—namely, an analysis 
and appreciation of his scientific discoveries. Regarding the meta- 
morphosis of plants as the most important of these discoveries, 
he has given a translation of the whole of Goethe’s remarkable 
essay on this subject. The metamorphosis of plants, or the doc- 
trine of vegetable morphology, is not easily made intelligible to 
the general reader. Linnzus had shown that vegetables, like 
animals, had parts or organs for the preservation of the indivi- 
dual, and organs also for its reproduction. These organs are the 
root, the stalks, the calyx, the corolla, the stamens, the pistils, and 
the food or grain, which, to an ordinary eye, seem to have no 
relation to each other. Linnzeus, however, recognised the law 
which united them, and maintained that all these forms were 
derived from one another by transformation and metamorphosis. 
It had been supposed that Linnzus did not see the rationale of 
these changes, but regarded them as accidental. Dr Hooker, 
however, is of a different opinion. ‘ Linnzus,’ he says, ‘ declares 
the leaf to be the first effort of the plant in spring. He proceeds 
to show successively, that bracts, calyx, corolla, stamens, and pistils, 
are, each of them, metamorphosed leaves in every case, giving 
MANY EXAMPLES, both from monsters, and from characters pre- 
sented by those organs in their normal condition. . .. . Nothing 
could well be clearer to my mind than the full and accurate 
appreciation which Linnzus shows of the whole series of pheno- 
mena and their rationale.” 

Gaspar Frederick Wolff, in his Theory of Generation, pub- 
lished in 1759, though he committed some errors in his conclu- 

? Whewell’s History of the Inductive Sciences, vol. iii., p. 551. 
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sions, is said by Schleider ‘to have opened the true and only 
path by which the doctrine of metamorphosis can be carried 
through, in making good the study of development as the true 

rinciple in botany, as in other sciences.’* He supposes that the 
Feat is the essential organ, from which all the other organs are de- 
rived by transformation; and he ascribes the production of the 
organs of the flower, and the incomplete development of the modi- 
fied leaves which compose it, to a decrease in the force of vegetation. 

When Goethe turned his attention to botany, he was not 
acquainted with the previous labours of Linnzus and Wolff on 
the subject of morphology, and he has very candidly given them 
the priority of the theory. Although his Essay on the Metamor- 
phosis of Plants was received with coldness and neglect by the 
principal botanists of the age, and by the learned academies 
throughout Europe, it found admirers in Germany. It was 
favourably analyzed in the scientific journals published at Gotha 
and Gottingen. Batsch advocated the views of the poet, and 
dedicated to him the genus Goethea as a mark of his gratitude. 
Thus sanctioned, morphology was taught in the German univer- 
sities, and was perfected in 1812, by the work of Jacques on the 
deformation of vegetables; the Memoir of Kieser, published in 
1813, on the organization of plants; and the writings of Nees 
d’Essenbeck, who extended it to the lowest plants. 

The discovery, by the eminent botanist Schleider, of the cell 
as the primitive organ of plants, from which all their organs are 
developed, has been supposed to diminish the value of a doctrine 
in which these organs are derived from the leaf. In reply to this 
supposition, Mr Lewes* justly remarks, ‘that the cell theory 
affects the theory of metamorphosis only by limiting it. The law 
of transformation is not altered. The theory is but enriched 
by a new step in vegetable life. 

The doctrine of metamorphosis made rapid progress in Swit- 
zerland, England, and France. Lassaraz published, at Geneva, 
a translation of Goethe’s essay. In France, M. Decandolle, 
though he took a different view of them, added many important 
facts to the doctrine. While, according to Goethe, the leaf is 
metamorphosed into the calyx, the calyx into the corolla, the 
petals into the stamens, and the stamens into the pistils, ovaries, 
and fruits, Decandolle makes all these changes take place in 
the opposite direction. He considers the fruit, ovary, and pistil 
as degenerating into the stamens, the stamens into the petals, the 
corolla into the calyx, and the different parts of the calyx into 
leaves. ‘Metamorphosis, taken in the sense used by Goethe,’ 
says M. Flourens, ‘ derives, if we may so speak, from the leaf all 


1 Principles of Scientific Botany, p. 312. 
2 Life and Works of Goethe, vol. ii., p. 140. 
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the parts of the flower. The degenerescence (a term used also by 
Wolff), taken in the sense used by Decandolle, brings back all 
the parts of the flower to the leaf: one of these facts — the 
other; and the theory of Goethe, properly considered, is but a 
part, though an admirable part, of the theory of Decandolle.” 
Notwithstanding this view of metamorphosis, as an abnormal 
fact, or as a perturbation or degenerescence, Goethe’s views were 
successively adopted by the most eminent French botanists, by 
Dupetit-Thouars, Turpin, Mirbel, and Auguste St Hilaire. In 
a report upon Goethe’s essay, which M. Auguste St Hilaire was 
requested by the Academy of Sciences to make, he gives the 
following flattering opinion of the work :—‘ To analyze, in the 
presence of the Academy, the work of Goethe on metamorphosis, 
would be as if we were to-day to offer to the Academies of Berlin 
or St Petersburg an extract from the Geneva Plantarum of An- 
thony Laurent de Jussieu. The work is of the small number 
of those which not only immortalize their authors, but which are 
themselves immortal.’ 

In England, the doctrine of metamorphosis was adopted by 
Dr Robert Brown, by Thomas Andrew Knight, and by John 
Lindley, who informs us that it was discovered by Thomas 
Andrew Knight, at a time when the opinions of Goethe were 
wholly unknown in England.’ 

Among the services done to botany by Goethe, we may men- 
tion his researches on the spiral tendency in plants, which, when 
combined with the law of metamorphosis, affords an explanation 
of all their organs. Martins, at the Congress of German Na- 
turalists, had maintained, ‘that the structure of a flower de- 
pended on a relative position, and a particular arrangement in 
each genus of the metamorphosed leaves, indicating that the dis- 
position of the flower’s leaves ought to reproduce the arrangement 
round the stalks and branches, the flower being only a shortened 
branch.’ Goethe took up the idea, and wrote his treatise on the 
subject, which led future observers to important botanical results. 

The observations of Goethe on the emission of light from 
‘sag phenomenon which had been previously observed,— 
lave some importance, though his explanation of them is not 
satisfactory. ‘On the 19th of June 1799, he says, late in the 
evening when the twilight was deepening into a clear night, as I 
was walking up and down the garden with a friend, .we very dis- 
tinctly observed a flame-like appearance near the Oriental poppy, 
the flowers of which are remarkable for their powerful red colour. 
We approached the place, and looked attentively at the flowers, 
but could perceive nothing further, till at last, by passing and 


' Mem. Acad. Paris, tom. xix., p. 15, Eloge of Decandolle. 
* Trans. Horticultural Society, 1817, vol. iii., p. 364. 
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repassing repeatedly, while we looked sideways on them, we suc- 
ceeded in renewing the appearance as often as we pleased. It 
proved to be a physiological phenomenon, the apparent corusca- 
tion being nothing but the spectrum of the flower in the comple- 
mentary green colour!’ Had we known nothing more of this 
phenomenon than Goethe’s description of it, we should have ex- 
pressed our astonishment that the very faint complementary 
colour of the red—viz., the green—could be mistaken by any sane 
observer fer ‘coruscations’ or ‘a momentary light.’ A red wafer, 
or a piece of red cloth, would produce the very same effect ; and 
it is simply absurd to refer it to the coloured corolla of a plant. 
M. Faivre, however, tells us, after quoting the preceding passage, 
that the observation is original, and that it will interest physi- 
ologists and the friends of the marvellous. Now, Goethe dis- 
tinctly tells us, ‘that it had previously excited attention among 
the observers of nature, and the phenomenon could be regarded 
as marvellous only when pivediemad as a coruscation from a flower.’ 
We can hardly suppose that Professor Faivre considers the phe- 
nomenon as nothing more than the complementary colour of a 
red flower ; for he tells us that ‘the observation of Goethe’ is a 
fact henceforth acquired to science, and that Decandolle and 
Meyer have confirmed the fact; while latterly an eminent 
Swedish botanist, M. Fries, has shown to several persons the 
flashes (les eclaires) which surround with a luminous halo the 
flowers of the Oriental poppy, and the Lilium viviparum !”' This 
specimen of botanical optics, we must confess, greatly surprises 
us ; because a luminous ring of the complementary colour sur- 
rounds every brightly-coloured flower when looked at for some 
time. Ifthe eye is absolutely fixed on one point of the flower, 
the halo will not be seen; but when the eye is not absolutely 
fixed, the part of the retina giving the complementary colour 
makes it extend beyond the original coloured object under ex- 
amination. 

We have already had occasion to notice the ardour with which 
Goethe devoted himself to the study of anatomy. The first and 
the most important of his labours in this field was the treatise 
published in 1786,? in which he demonstrated the existence of the 
intermaxillary bone in man. Vesalius, in attacking Galen, main- 
tained that he had found the intermaxillary bone only in animals, 
although he had referred but indistinctly to a separate bone con- 
nected with the maxillary by sutures. James Sylvius, in defend- 
ing Galen, suggested that the bone may have disappeared in man 
from luxurious living. Guided by the authority of Eustachius, 
but specially by that of Camper and Blumenbach, anatomists 

1 Faivre, p. 197; and Fries, Botaniska Notiser, Nos. 6, 7 (Upsal, 1858). 

2 Acta Nat. Curiosorum, vol. xv. 
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wondered at the absence of the intermaxillary bone in man, and 
considered it as a distinctive character between man and the 
apes. 

"Unies these circumstances, the discovery of this bone by 
Goethe does him the highest credit. Guided by his views of a 
unity in nature, he believed that there must be an intermaxillary 
bone ; and, after a careful study of the subject in various animals, 
he succeeded in establishing its existence in man.’ The extra- 
ordinary modifications which this bone presented to him in 
various animals were very remarkable. In the cetacex, or am- 
phibious animals, and in birds and fishes, he sometimes discovered 
the intermaxillary bone itself, and sometimes only traces of it. 
In concluding his treatise, the poet very modestly expresses his 
anxious desire ‘that it may be favourably received by the learned 
and by the friends of nature, that he may be allowed to have 
more friendly relations with them, and make further progress in 
so attractive a science.’ 

In 1819, Goethe was desirous of completing his views on this 
subject. In discussing the opinions of the ancient anatomists, he 
endeavours to show that the intermaxillary bone in man was not 
unknown to Galen, or to Vesalius, or to Winslow; and he ad- 
duces new proofs of its existence in man, founded on the anatomy 
of development and on the study of monstrosities. 

This treatise of the poet met with a more favourable reception 
than his work on metamorphosis. The discovery was confirmed 
by Weber. It was introduced into the best works on anatomy 
previous to 1800; and our distinguished countryman, Professor 
Owen, has declared, ‘that by the discovery of the human inter- 
maxillary bone, Goethe has inspired all the researches which 
prove the constancy and uniformity of the laws of nature in this 
class of phenomena.’ But though the existence of the inter- 
maxillary bone in man is universally admitted, it has not been 
determined whether its ossification proceeds from an independent 
centre, or from that of the adjoining superior maxillary. 

One of the most curious and important of Goethe’s discoveries 
is that of the vertebrate or segmented structure of the skull, or 
the analogy between the skull and a vertebra. This idea pre- 
sented itself to Goethe in 1790; but he did not publish it till 
1820, when he was writing the history of his anatomical works. 
The same discovery was made by Oken in 1806, when a private 
teacher at Gottingen. He alleges—but he did not make the alle- 
gation till fifteen years after Goethe’s death—that he sent a copy 
of the paper which contained it to Goethe, who was so pleased 
with the discovery that he invited its author to spend a week with 


‘ This bone is said to be mentioned as existing in man by Mr Nisbett, in his 
Osteologia, published in 1753. 
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him at Weimar at Easter 1808. The silence of Goethe on this 
occasion, and during the following thirteen years which he allowed 
to pass without claiming the discovery as his own, is remarkable ; 
but no less remarkable is the conduct of Oken, in not bringing 
forward his own claim till fifteen years after the death of the poet. 
The conduct of Goethe is explained by a passage in one of his 
works quoted by Mr Lewes, in which he says, ‘ that while he was 
working out the theory with his two friends, Riemer and Voigt, 
they brought him, with some surprise, the news that this idea 
had just been laid before the public in an academic programme 
(Oken’s paper) ; a fact,’ he adds, ‘ which they, being still alive, 
can testify.’ In answer to the question, Why did not Goethe 
then claim priority ? he says, ‘I told my friends to keep quiet, 
for the idea was not properly worked out in the programme ; and 
that it was not elaborated from original observations, would be 
plain to all scientific men. I was frequently brought to speak 
plainly on the subject, but I was firm in my silence.’ Mr Lewes 
very justly considers this evidence as establishing the claim of 
Goethe to the original idea, while at the same time he considers 
Oken also ‘ as entitled to the discovery of the vertebrate structure 
of the skull.’ 

In the prosecution of this subject, anatomists have arrived at 
very contradictory results. Goethe adopted six cranial vertebre ; 
Oken, in 1807, only three; Bojanus, in 1818, increased the 
number to four; Geoffroy St Hilaire, in 1824, admitted seven ; 
while Carus, in 1827, adopted Goethe’s number of siz. At pre- 
sent it is generally agreed that the skull consists of three ver- 
tebrae—the occipital, and the posterior and anterior spheroidal. 
Professor Owen thinks that there is a fourth—namely, the nasal ; 
but it is not admitted by Huxley, and has not yet been adopted 
by French and German anatomists. 

Among the other labours of Goethe, we must mention his 
principle of the unity of organic composition, or of the existence 
of an anatomical type, according to which all organized beings 
may be said to be constructed. His researches on the determi- 
nation of an osteological type were published at Jena, in 1795, 
in his General Introduction to Comparative Anatomy founded 
on Osteology,’ a work which contributed greatly to the progress 
of philosophical anatomy. In this work, he proposed ‘to establish 
an anatomical type, a sort of universal image, representing, as 
far as possible, the bones ef all animals, to serve as a rule for 
describing them, according to an order previously established ;’ 
and he carried out his views by a laborious comparison of each 
piece in the series of adult animals. His researches preceded 
and inspired the labours of Oken, Bojanus, Spix, al Carus ; 
and this branch of general osteology has been successfully pur- 
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sued by Meckel, Cuvier, Geoffroy St Hilaire, Professor Owen, and 
Professor Huxley. 

The influence of Goethe’s discoveries was neither so rapid 
nor so satisfactory in zoology and comparative anatomy as in 
botany. The idealistic philosophy of Schelling had a most pre- 
judicial effect upon the nascent doctrine of organic morphology, 
as presented to us inductively in the writings of Goethe. It 
gave it a form, in which much that was correct and valuable was 
obscured by a mass of matter, neither scientific in its character 
nor in its source. A reaction, however, took place, in favour of 
direct chemo-physical research; and the greater number of 
German anatomists and physiologists now prosecute their science 
solely in its chemo-physical aspect. The morphological aspect, 
however, which is the complement of the chemo-physical, has been 
indirectly advanced by Pander, Von Baer, Rathke, John Muller, 
Wagner, Reichart, and Bischoff, who, by the investigation of 
the development of the embryo in man and animals, have 
evolved a series of morphological laws, which constitute the basis 
of the morphological department or aspect of organic science, 
and verify the general principles of the doctrine of Goethe. 

The anatomical methods adopted by Geoffroy St Hilaire, in 
France, were as fantastic and fruitless as those of Oken ; but, in 
the feud between him and Cuvier, respecting their methods of 
anatomical research, the co-ordinate importance of the doctrine 
of final causes and the doctrine of type was established. By the 
combination of the teleological and sound morphological method, 
the present French school of zoology and comparative anatomy 
has attained that high reputation which it owes to the labours of 
Audoin, Milne Edwards, and their pupils. 

Our limits will not permit us to follow Goethe into the 
regions of geology and mineralogy. We have already made a 
brief reference to the ardour of his studies in these two depart- 
ments of natural history ; and in Professor Faivre’s chapter on 
the subject, we do not find that Goethe has bequeathed to either 
of these sciences any fact of the smallest value. He has en- 
deavoured, as might have been expected, to apply to rocks and 
minerals the laws of transformation, which had conducted him 
to such important results in botany and comparative anatomy ; 
but the attempt only led him into error; and in his search for 
‘ the fundamental rock,’ he drifted into speculations on the con- 
stitution, age, and nature of rocks, which no geologist has 
adopted. * Rocks,’ as Hauy remarks, ‘are the incommensur- 
ables of the mineral kingdom ; and it is as vain an attempt to 
explain, by metamorphosis, their innumerable varieties, as it 
would be to endeavour to submit them to the rules of a truly 
natural classification.’ 
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Having endeavoured to do justice to Goethe as a naturalist, 
and to estimate at a high value his ardour of research, and his de- 
votion to the study of nature, we regret that we must speak of him, 
as a natural philosopher, either in the language of the severest 
criticism, or with a tender sympathy for the hallucinations under 
which he laboured. He has himself told us, ‘that to make an 
epoch in the world, two things are necessary,—a good head, and 
a great inheritance. Napoleon inherited the French Revolu- 
tion; Peter the Great the Silesian war; Luther the ignorance 
of the clergy ; and as for myself, I have inherited the error in the 
doctrine of Newton ! !’ 

The legacy thus bequeathed to him, was the celebrated dis- 
covery made by Newton, that white light is composed of seven 
colours,—a doctrine established by its analysis with the prism, and 
universally admitted by philosophers of every cast. The mode 
in which the heritage of its error was conveyed to the poet, we 
gather from his own statements. Having received prisms from 
Counsellor Buttner of Jena, to study colours physically, the return 
of the prisms was requested, before he had made a single experi- 
ment with them, he alleging that he had not a dark room for the 
purpose. When he was about to replace them in the box, to 
give them to the messenger, he conceived the idea of looking 
through the prism at the various objects in a room entirely 
white. The theory of Newton came into his mind, and he ex- 
pected to find the white wall covered with the different tints 
produced by refraction and the decomposition of light. He was 
astonished, however, to find that the wall was still white, though 
the boundaries of dark parts, such as the bars of the window, 
were surrounded with a coloured spectrum, while the grey sky 
was colourless. ‘I had no occasion,’ he says, ‘ for much reflec- 
tion. In an instant I recognised that a limit is the necessary 
condition for the manifestation of colours; and J was convinced, 
as by instinct, that the theory of Newton was false!’ Such is 
the fundamental experiment which instinctively persuaded the 
poet that he had overturned the Newtonian doctrine, and sug- 
gested to him the untoward idea of a new doctrine of colours, 
and a new work to explain it. 

We cannot condescend to notice the ignorance and _puerility 
of this observation. ‘Goethe, as Professor Faivre justly ob- 
serves, ‘blinded by a false pride, and flattered by the illusions of 
a new theory, had forgotten even the most elementary notions 
of science. “Whether he did not recognise, or did not wish to re- 
cognise, the blunder into which he fell, the poet persisted in main- 
taining his first idea, and consecrated to its development more 
than twelve years of his life. The result of his persevering 
researches was published in two treatises, entitled Contributions 
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to the Study of Cptics, the first part of which appeared at 
Weimar in 1791, with twenty-seven plates, and the second in 
1792, with plates.’ 

Although these treatises were severely criticised by his own 
scientific countrymen, yet the applause of a few of his wrong- 
headed worshippers, among whom we are sorry to observe thie 
name of Seebeck, induced him to publish, in 1810, his enlarged 
work, entitled Farbenlehre, or 2 Treatise on Colours, in two 
volumes octavo, with a separate volume of sixteen plates. This 
work was translated by Sir Charles Eastlake, in 1840, under the 
title of ‘Goethe’s Theory of Colours. It is divided into three 
parts, didactic, controversial, and historical; but Sir Charles has 
translated only the first of these portions, ‘with such extracts 
from the other two as seemed necessary, in fairness to the author, 
to explain some of his statements.’ In later editions of the 
Farbenlehre, after the discoveries in double refraction and polari- 
zation had given a new form to optical science, Goethe found it 
necessary to write, in 1820, a Treatise on Entoptical Colours, 
from which Sir Charles Eastlake has given some passages in the 
notes to his work. 

At all periods in the history of science, and even in the pre- 
sent enlightened times, men of shallow intellect, and a high 
estimate of their own genius, have ventured to call in question 
the best established truths in the physical sciences, and to put 
forth theories explanatory of all the wonders in the material 
world. We have much sympathy with this class of theorists, 
and are disposed rather to pity than to rebuke them. They are 
often honourable men, actuated by an ardent love of truth ; and 
there are few cases, if any, in which they have eked out their 
theories by personal attacks or insolent ridicule directed against 
the masters of science. 

With the conduct of Goethe as a speculator we have no such 
sympathy. He has treated Sir Isaac Newton and his disciples 
with a ferocity and insolence deserving the severest chastise- 
ment. He has launched, again and again, against the great 
master of science the bitterest shafts of sarcasm and invective. 
The disciples of Newton have been treated with the same con- 
tumely ; and he has not even spared his own countrymen, who 
did not welcome and admire his shallow speculations. Had a 
controversy arisen between the great philosopher and the great 
poet, we should have found, in the collision of ardent minds, 
some palliation even of the intemperance of error; but Newton 
had been cold in his grave for nearly a century—deaf to the 
voice of fame or of censure; and we stand aghast at the coward- 
ice of the man who dared to disturb the ashes of his hallowed 
urn. 
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But Goethe did worse than this. He wrote a History of 
Optics, with no other view, we believe, than to poison the foun- 
tains of truth, that he might aim a fresh blow at the reputation of 
his victim, and give a temporary currency to his own blunders. 
We should hardly have ventured to make such a charge even 
against an ordinary charlatan; but it is made, we think, ready 
to our hand, in the following honest sentiments of his own 
biographer :— 


‘The motive which determined Goethe to undertake the disagree- 
able duty of a historian and a critic, is the legitimate desire to give 
to his doctrines the consecration of history. ‘This is what the poet 
demands from the past. What he desires above everything, is the 
testimonies and proofs in favour of his views and criticisms, to oppose 
to the theory of Newton. These two motives direct his choice, dictate 
his appreciations, and too often subordinate to self-love the independence of 
the writer and the impartiality of the historian. Full of himself, Goethe 
criticises doctrines which he often does not comprehend, and enters 
upon the solution of scientific problems for which he is not prepared. 
Hardly initiated into the discoveries of his day, and without any 
knowledge of the mathematical sciences, he dares to appreciate 
methods and results which men of genius like Newton and Kepler 
are alone entitled to grapple with. We need not seek then in the 
history of colours, either the disinterestedness which truth gives 
when free from the fetters of self-love, or the authority which science 
carries along with it.’ 


‘After such admissions on the part of Professor Faivre, it would 
be an insult to our readers to expose the errors of Goethe's 
optics, and the ignorance of their author. We cannot, however, 
leave him alone in his glory. A great moral lesson underlies his 
life as the slanderer of Newton; and it must be read for the pro- 
tection of society, and the interests of truth and knowledge. 

In the preface to his Treatise on Colours, he attacks the 
Newtonian theory and its supporters allegorically, in order to 
avoid, as he says, vehemence and excitement. He represents 
it as an old castle, ill built, and bolstered up with ‘no lack of 
towers, battlements, and embrasures.’ It then ‘becomes unin- 
habitable” ‘The building itself is already abandoned. The 
only inmates are a few invalids, who, in simple seriousness, 
imagine they are prepared for war. ‘This eighth wonder of 
the world is already nodding to its fall, as a deserted piece of 
antiquity ; and we begin at once to dismantle it from gable and 
roof downwards, that the sun may at last shine into the old nest of 
rats and owls!’ It next becomes ‘a Bastille, to be razed with all 
possible ability and dexterity.’ 

The ‘polemical part’ of the Treatise on Colours is rich in 
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specimens of presumption, sarcasms, and injustice against New- 
ton and his followers. ‘ We combat an hypothesis, the usefulness 
of which can no longer be contested, though it still preserves a 
traditional authority.’ ‘ Newton’s principal experiment, the 
keystone of his optics, is a piece of real jugglery!’ In Newton’s 
fifth experiment, ‘he neither knew what he saw, nor what con- 
clusion to draw from it.’ ‘ Newton’s letter to the Royal Society,’ 
says Professor Faivre, ‘ appears to Goethe the work of a sophist, 
worthy of the most barbarous and scholastic times. ‘Can you, 
says he elsewhere, ‘ parcel out light, disengage colour after colour, 
or perform other juggleries, polarizing globules, so that the 
audience are seized with terror, and stupefied. ‘ Friends,’ he 
continues, ‘ avoid the dark room where light is parcelled out, and 
where it bends itself with painful sufferings before false images. 
Superstitious admirers (of Newton), there have been in our 
days. In the brains of your teachers, leave phantoms, prestige, 
and trumpery.’ With less moderation he treats the Newtonians 
as Cossacks, and is astonished that there are in the human brain 
organs capable of conceiving such absurd ideas. He wishes that 
Dr Gall would examine the cranium of a true Newtonian, in 
order that the problem might be solved! In language too 
coarse even for a village poet, he tells us that ‘ Newton’s work is 
a mixture of cabbages and roots, which will cause the same dis- 
~ gust to well brought up people with which it has inspired himself!’ 

If Goethe has thus treated persons whom he never saw, and 
who never mentioned his name or his errors, we may expect 
similar acts of injustice and invective in his conduct to those who 
either opposed his views or declined to adopt them. Professor 
Mollweide was one of the first who dared, in a pamphlet, to criti- 
cise the Treatise on Colours. Geothe replied to him by a mass 
of sarcasms, the mildest of which, says Professor Faivre, was the 
following: ‘I have not read the pleasant manifesto of Moll- 
weide. It is a painful and obscure compilation. In another 
place he caricatures the Professor when producing white by 
the mixture of the seven prismatic colours. ‘ Look well at it, 
says the Professor to one of his scholars: ‘what do you see?’ 
‘What I see,’ replies the scholar, ‘is grey.’ ‘You do not see 
distinctly,’ responded the teacher ; ‘do you suppose that I can 
tolerate such an answer? It is white that you see, stupid child. 
It is Mollweide that speaks.’ 

But greater men than Mollweide protested against the poet’s 
optics. The celebrated Biot having supported and proved the 
results of Newton, Goethe says of him, ‘The chapter on light 
and colours in Biot’s Physics reminds us of Egyptian tombs. The 
phenomena are empty, and embalmed with numbers and signs ; 
on the scientific coffin are painted bizarre figures. They re- 














a ee a a a aa ee 




















Schaupenhauer’s Attack upon M. Pouillet. 131 


aa the experiments by which natural philosophers have 
uried in their details what is eternal and incommensurable. 
On reading this chapter, every friend of science can only exclaim, 
“ Who will deliver me from the body of this death!” The amiable 
Abbe Hauy, as a disciple of Newton, ‘is likened to one of those 
ruminating animals whose alimentary canal ends in several 
stomachs. They can neither reject nor digest. They ruminate 
to no purpose.’ 

The irritation and disappointment indicated by these sallies of 
temper were somewhat soothed by the kind or favourable expres- 
sions of some of his friends, on which he sets great value. Pro- 
fessor Neumann had given, in a few lines, a resumé of Goethe's 
doctrine, which is accepted as an approbation of it. Madame 
Necker had written that Newton’s Optics were comprehended 
by nobody, and Goethe artfully turns this to account. Hegel 
applauds the new theory, and Dr Brandis congratulates its 
author on having ruined the old castle of Newton! 

Forty years after the appearance of the ‘ Treatise on Colours,’ 
when, as Goethe’s friends confess, ‘ the theory of Newton reigned 
in every Treatise on Optics, and was taught from every Uni- 
versity chair,’ two German savants, Schaupenhauer and Gravell, 
had the audacity to attack Newton and his followers, and to 
reproduce and defend all the blunders of the poet. Schaupen- 
hauer, whom we never heard of, is the most ferocious of these 
combatants, having written no fewer than three pamphlets on the 
subject, published at Berlin in 1831, Leipsic in 1854, and Frank- 
fort in the same year. ‘Germany,’ he says, ‘the country of the 
scientific labours of Goethe, is unpardonable for having mis- 
understood them. In England, a painter, M. Eastlake, gave in 
1840 an excellent translation of the theory of the great poet. In 
the account of it given in the Edinburgh Review by M. Brewster, 
he speaks like a tigress in the cave, into which persons are seeking 
entrance to carry off her young. Is this,’ he adds, ‘the language 
of that calm and firm conviction of truth, in the presence of 
the error of a great man? Is it not rather the voice of an evil 
conscience, which sees with terror that truth is not on his side.’ 

In the admirable Treatise on Physics by M. Pouillet, he has 
given, in a chapter of twenty pages, an excellent account of New- 
ton’s optical discoveries. Schaupenhauer describes it as a chap- 
ter written with as much assurance as if the words of Newton 
were those of the Gospel. ‘ We find there, says he, ‘all the 
tricks of the jugglery box of the master, also his finesse, and all 
his artifices. Those who know the truth, cannot read this chapter 
without a profound indignation, mixed with laughter, when they 
see the young generation thus become the prey of falsehood and 
absurdity, 
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Before closing this article, we must notice more specially the 
extraordinary fact already referred to, that a translation of 
‘Goethe’s Theory of Colours,’ the worst of all his scientific 
writings, should have been the only one published in England— 
the land of Newton, too, where in every academy and college 
the grand doctrine of light has been taught and comprehended. 
That such a work should have been published by Sir Charles 
Eastlake, an artist of distinguished talent, is equally extraordi- 
nary; but more extraordinary still are the motives assigned for 
its publication. ‘It must be admitted, says Sir Charles, ‘ that 
the statements of Goethe contain more useful principles relating 
to harmony of colour than any that have been derived from the 
established doctrine.’ ‘The views in the Newtonian theory sel- 
dom appear in a form calculated for direct application to art. 
‘The defects in the Newtonian theory make it little available 
for zsthetic application.” ‘The experiments of Goethe are clear 
and full, the colours being reduced to their origin and simplest 
elements.’ ‘ Goethe’s theory contains, with very great improve- 
ments, the general doctrine of the ancients, and of the Italians 
at the revival of letters.’ 

We cannot, of course, stoop to insult the scientific reader by 
refuting such propositions as these. If they are true, we must 
conclude that the optical principles which should guide the artist 
are to be derived from an optical theory that is false, and not 
from one that is true,—a conclusion which leads to another of 
a graver character, that the art of harmonious colour in painting 
is not founded on any optical principle whatever. 

The following are a few of Goethe’s propositions :— 

1. Colour is itself a degree of darkness. 

2. Shadow is the proper element of colour. 

3. Colour readily combines with shade. 

4, Light is allied to shadow, and is a degree of it 

5. Light readily combines with shadow. 

6. The highest degree of light seen through a medium slightly 

thickened is yellow. 

7. If darkness is seen through an illuminated semi-transparent 

medium, a blue colour appears. 

These two last propositions are considered primordial and ele- 
mentary phenomena at the limits of experimental knowledge! 
‘We see on the one side Ligur, BricgutNneEss; on the other, 
Darkness, Osscurity: We bring the semi-transparent medium 
between the Two, and from these contrasts and this medium the co- 
lours develop themselves contrasted, in like manner but soon through 
a reciprocal relation directly tending again to a point of union !”' 


' Such of our readers as desire to study Gocthe’s views as applied to art, will find 
an elaborate discussion of them in the Ldinburgh Review, 1840, vol. Ixxii., p. 99. 
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We commend these cabalistic propositions to those who can 
comprehend and apply them. Although they have been in the 
hands of English artists for nearly a quarter of a century, we 
have not met with one who has ever appealed to them as a guide. 
The true doctrine of the harmony of colours, indeed, is unknown 
to or unapplied by artists in this or any other country, and we 
do not believe that it was either known or practised by any of 
the great masters of antiquity. If we find a good example of 
harmonious colouring in one of their pictures, we shall find an- 
other in which no such harmony exists. Mulready is the only 
modern artist we know who is habitually a colourist of the first 
order. 

We cannot conclude this article without congratulating Pro- 
fessor Faivre on the manner in which he has executed uis very 
difficult and laborious task. His knowledge of the numerous 
subjects of which he had to treat, the ability with which he has 
treated them, and the taste and judgment which are displayed 
in every part of the work, will be appreciated by readers of every 
class who take an interest in the history of knowledge, and in 
the struggles of great men who have achieved, under difficulties, 
a lofty place in the temple of Fame. While our author never 
fails in a due appreciation of the genius and merits of his poet- 
philosopher, he has never overlooked the defects of his character, 
or attempted to palliate his errors or his failings. 

The life of so remarkable a man, written by such a biographer, 
is pregnant with moral lessons, which the philosophers of the 
present day would do well to appreciate and apply. The obsti- 
nate and long-continued resistance to the discoveries of Goethe, 
founded on observed facts, is not a crime of the age in which he 
lived. It is rank and luxuriant at all times, whenever new facts 
and discoveries run counter to popular and established theories. 
There is no form of persecution more galling to a man of genius 
than this species of quiet martyrdom. There is fortunately, how- 
ever, as there was in the case of Goethe, a court of appeal ; and 
others, like him, may count upon its sure decree. 
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Art. V.—1. History of the Greek Revolution. By GEORGE 
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2. Greece and the Greeks: the Narrative of a Winter Residence 
and Summer Travel in Greece and its Islands. By FRe- 
DERIKA Bremer. Translated by Mary Howitt. London, 
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Examine into the Financial Condition of Greece. 1860. 

4. Report by Her Majesty's Secretary of Embassy and Legation 
on the Manufactures, Commerce, etc., of Greece. 1860. 

5. Revue des Deux Mondes, 15th July and 16th December 1862. 


THE world has seen strange changes during the last few years. 
Civilisation has advanced in both hemispheres : for the struggle in 
the West is but a fierce discipline that will consolidate a prosperity 
that had become inflated ; and the various petty struggles in the 
Kast have, without exception, terminated on the side of progress. 
In Europe, liberty, political and religious, has asserted itself in the 
face of oppression and intolerance; national grievances have been 
redressed, and public abuses have been reformed ; old things have 
— away, and new things are hastening on; much good has 

een accomplished, but there remains much yet to do before the 
spirit of reform may stay its course. There are still smouldering 
the dying embers of the two greatest evils in the whole political 
world; and they must be extinguished before the good werk is 
done. The great enemy of Italian freedom must yield his tem- 
poral power to the demands of a united people, and the Ottoman 
Empire must be swept from the map of Europe. These are the 
two dark spots upon the political horizon of the eastern hemi- 
sphere; and though, happily, they are ever getting fainter, they 
are still conspicuous in their unchanging deformity. These are 
the questions of the age that, above ail others, demand solution, 
though that solution be so long protracted. In the two years 
that have just past, both the Papacy and the Porte have received 
some grievous blows; but owing to the unprincipled selfishness 
of one great power, and the perverted policy of another, they 
have been enabled to ward them off. Thanks to French high- 
handed arrogance and contempt for every principle other than 
their own aggrandizement, the Pope still reigns over his suffering 
and discontented subjects; and thanks to British capital, the 
Sultan has for a time staved off the dissolution of his empire. 
But if the moral disapprobation of Europe be of any avail, the 
uneasy seat of the one must soon be taken from him; and if the 
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honest indignation of all right-thinking men in England be of 
any avail, our obstructive policy in the East must soon give way 
to something better. The revolution in Greece has paved the 
way for the latter reformation, and symptoms of a change are 
already manifested. Hence it is that the affairs of that little 
country are at present attracting so much attention throughout 
all Europe. Our interests are centred upon Greece during the 
present crisis, not for its own sake merely—though the romance 
that hangs over it on other grounds will ever be sufficient to 
throw an undying interest around both the country and the 
people—but from the serious aspect which the Eastern compli- 
cation is now assuming. That political knot is destined soon to 
be untied. It is impossible that matters can remain much longer 
as they are. Blood enough and money enough have been spent 
in upholding the crumbling Turkish dynasty. It is worse than 
sinful to spend more either of the one or of the other in bolstering 
up that which is a curse to itself and its upholders. We have 
no patience to enter upon the subject of the lethargic influence 
of the Mahomedan power, and the profligate extravagance of its 
effete ineffectiveness. It is useless to dwell upon what is known 
to all, and to show the depth of stagnation that broods over 
every corner of the Sultan’s dominions; and how commerce, 
agriculture, and all that we look upon as progress and civilisation, 
are unknown and uncared for by the languid population that 
grow like vegetables in the richest provinces of + We 
will not press such distasteful subjects on our readers; for if we 
did, we should but repeat what has been said by every man who 
has written on the East for the last two centuries. But we may 
say, and with confidence, that the era for such abuse is past, and 
that a few years will now suffice to bring this pestilent dominion 
to the grave that has been long open for it, and to inaugurate 
the resurrection of a new, and, we trust, more healthy epoch. 
The signs of the times betoken an inevitable impending solution 
of all these difficulties. The union of the Danubian Principalities 
was not formed without ulterior objects. The Servian cry for 
self-government, and the efforts made last spring, and which 
have not yet ceased, to raise their aspirations to realities, had but 
one motive—release from the incubus of Turkey. The insurrec- 
tions in the Herzegovina and in Montenegro, subdued though 
they were temporarily by overwhelming forces paid by English 
money, and concentrated by the military sagacity of an Austrian 
apostate, indicate a similar motive; and the tendency to a combi- 
nation of all the south Sclavonic nations against the Mahomedan 
rule, the disturbances in Syria, and the revolution in Greece, all 
taken together, afford unequivocal indications of the impending 
doom of Islamism. No policy of obstruction in the British Cabinet, 
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no more real or fictitious loans of British money, can stave off 
much longer the downfall of the Porte. We have already done 
too much in defence of our hereditary policy. It is time to be- 
think ourselves, and make up our minds to take to something 
new. Our ‘political Don Juan,’ to adopt the elegant nomencla- 
ture of Le Nord, has been too long faithful to his old love, and 
must now look about him for some other object more deserving of it. 

There are several possible solutions, any one of which is pre- 
ferable to the state of matters that exists at present. The old 
high-handed Russian measure that startled Europe so violently 
some years ago, may again be mooted. The politicians of the 
Western powers might now bear it with more equal minds. It 
is nothing short of absorption of the Turkish dominions by the 
great powers. By this perhaps unjustifiable means, the Western 
states would each get all they want. Russia would reign para- 
mount at Constantinople, leaving the Bosporus open to flags of 
ali nations; Austria would gain a Jarge slice of territory between 
the Danube and the Adriatic; France would get possession of 
Syria, and so secure the eastern coast of her ‘ French lake ;’ and 
England, by taking Egypt under her protection, would secure 
her Eastern dominions. Such is the plain unvarnished statement 
of what was once the Russian policy ; and unprincipled though 
it undoubtedly appears, it might be justified by necessity. That 
this might prevent a threatening conflagration, and that it would 
greatly further the ends of civilisation, is undeniable; but its 
flagrant immorality is no less undeniable. The present genera- 
tion even can condemn the baseness of such policy; but what 
would be the verdict of posterity? With them it would rest to 
declare whether the end has justified the means—whether the 
good done has counterbalanced the evil-doing. 

Absorption by the Western powers is not the only solution of 
this perilous question. Substitution of a Christian instead of a 
Mahomedan power answers the purpose quite as well, and pre- 
serves securely the fundamental principles of political morality. 
Instead of a Turkish Empire, we may yet see either a Sclavonic 
or a Byzantine Empire established in the Bosporus. There are 
elements in both the Sclave and Greek races which might be 
moulded into a mighty empire. At first sight it would appear 
that the Sclavonic races ought to have the finest material for the 
formation of a new power. Nations, some men say, can never 
culminate twice. The Greeks have had their day, the Sclaves 
have not. The glory of the Grecian race has departed from them, 
the glory of the Sclavonic race has yet to come. This theory 
may be true, or it may not be true. History, however, seems to 
indicate that it is nothing but a superfine fiction of those who are 
so ingenious as to see symmetry where there is no symmetry. 
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But even if it were true of some nations, it cannot be held as true 
of the Greeks. They rose to transcendental eminence in the 
Periclean age, 400 years before Christ, but they have under- 
gone strange transmutations since; and the Greek of the 
present day is no more the Greek of the time of Thucydides, 
than the Capuan of the time of Garibaldi is the Capuan of the 
time of Hannibal. Ifthe Greeks that are now seeking for a king 
can show themselves fit for empire, no speculations of the most 
ingenious theorist will greatly influence them. On more tan- 
gible grounds than these, we would be glad to see the great 
empire of a new people formed to supplant the Turks; but there 
are difficulties in the way of the formation of such a power that 
seem insurmountable. A Sclavonic empire means an amalgama- 
tion of races fundamentally the same, but widely different in 
character and institutions, in tastes and feelings, and in point of 
civilisation little, if at all, in advance of the Mahomedans. A 
Servian and a Montenegrin are of the same race, but their ideas 
are very different; and a Pole and a Bulgarian, though originally 
sprung from the identical stock with each other, and with the 
Servians and Montenegrins, are as dissimilar in feeling and 
character as two essentially alien races. Nor does this difference 
in character comprehend the whole difficulty? A Sclavonic 
empire means the aggrandizement of Russia, and the inevitable 
annexation of the Rouman populations of Moldavia and Wal- 
lachia, and the consequent destruction of the equilibrium of the 
political forces in Europe. 

But there still remains the possibility of a Byzantine empire; 
and that alternation is the one which more immediately con- 
cerns us at present. A Byzantine empire—the union, that is, of 
the scattered fragments of the Greek race which lie about the 
kingdom of Greece under one emperor—is ‘la grande idée,’ the 
realization of which has been an object of yearning and longing 
to the whole Hellenic race since the war of independence. Does 
this rise beyond the sphere of possibility? Is it in any point of 
view probable that future ages will see Constantinople once again 
the seat of Grecian power and learning? Will posterity see the 
Golden Horn filled with vessels laden with Grecian merchandise, 
and the Greek flag floating over the Seraglio Point, and the 
Sweet Waters of the Bosporus? Will the Church of St Sophia 
be restored to Christian usage, its fountains yielding place to the 
baptismal font, and the muezzin to the Christian call to prayer ? 
Will Thessaly, and Epirus, and Macedonia, and the Cyclades, 
and the Ionian Islands, and the Greek cities of Asia Minor, be 
once more united under one sovereign and into one kingdom ? 
That is ‘the great idea, so dearly cherished by every Greek. 
But is the nation worthy of its idea, or shall they see it realized 
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from their importunity alone? Have they shown sufficient pro- 
mise during the last thirty years to entitle them to ask it of the 
great powers? What use have they made of their independence,— 
what progress have they made in the science of government,—how 
far have they learned the lessons of honest dealings either in pri- 
vate or in public matters,—how have their finances prospered,— 
how far have they advanced in commerce, in agriculture, and in 
general industry? These questions must be looked into, and should 
be sifted thoroughly, before Greece can be pronounced worthy of 
so responsible a charge. We propose, therefore, in the following 
pages, to make a rapid survey of Grecian history since Greece 
achieved her independence: we shall thus be in a better position 
to speculate upon her future, and to answer that all-important 
question, Is Greece worthy to supplant the Porte? or, in other 
words, Is the great idea to be realized ? 

The siege of Missolonghi was the true conclusion of the war 
of independence. The Turkish soldiers who fired the shattered 
houses of that city, lighted up the torch of Grecian liberty. 
Had there been no siege of Missolonghi, the fight in the Bay of 
Navarino never would have taken place; and without the inter- 
ference of the Western powers at that time, Greece never would 
have gained her freedom. The Turkish power was broken by 
the weight of its own hand. Had the Turks been less brutal, or 
the Greeks less gallant, during those long months, Greece might 
still be nothing better than a portion of the sluggish Turkish 
Empire. The fluctuating fortunes of this heroic struggle really 
terminated at Missolonghi. From that time may date the era of 
Grecian independence, though it was not till nearly three years 
afterwards that Greece was formally acknowledged to be a free 
and independent state. We must start, therefore, with the 
signing of the treaty of Adrianople in September 1829, in our 
investigations into the political and material condition of the 
country, if we would form a true estimate of the progress she 
has made. 

At that time (September 1829), Greece was under the govern- 
ment of Count John Capodistrias, who was appointed President 
by the National Assembly at Trezene in 1827, in preference to 
many who had fought well in the war, but who, from selfishness 
and incapacity, were not considered worthy of the nation’s con- 
fidence. Opinions differ as to his real character. Some would 
assert that Greece has not been better governed for the last four 
hundred years than it was during the three and a half years 
that Capodistrias held office. Others condemn him as a double- 
dealing, self-aggrandizing tyrant, who would have sold his coun- 
try to Russia, or destroyed it in furthering his own selfish 
interests. It is difficult to reach the truth in this question, but, 
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like most others of a similar kind, there is some truth in both 
sides of it. He had a very difficult task to perform. The 
country was disorganized, and many of his actions which appear 
tyrannical may have been called for by the state of anarchy which 
reigned. Were there no evidence of his desire to ascend the 
throne, his cruel measures might be overlooked on grounds of 
political expediency ; but, in face of his correspondence with 
King Leopold, and the almost conclusive evidence of his ambi- 
tious designs adduced lately, some of his actions become inexcus- 
able. No possible palliation can be offered for his conduct in the 
brutal affair of Poros, when the most barbarous excesses of war 
were perpetrated with impunity, and even with honour, by Greeks 
upon their brethren, and their wives and daughters, who had all 
fought side by side in the war of independence; and no line of 
action could be more unwarrantable than his systematic persecu- 
tion of the family of Mavromichales, which ultimately cost him 
his life in the Chapel of St Spiridion at Nauplia. Yet the years 
of his presidency were not in vain. He introduced some bene- 
ficial measures, both political and material; and to these measures 
was due the first appearance of security of life and property in 
the rural districts; and that security brought back the fugitive 
population to their homes, and inaugurated what, following on 
the ruin produced by the war, was almost an era in pastoral and 
agricultural life in Greece. His death cannot be looked on asa 
loss to his country, neither was it altogether a gain. Had he 
lived to reign in Greece, he might have done much good ; he 
could not have done more harm than the monarch who ulti- 
mately ascended the throne. That he would have been detested 
as a tyrant, and that his tendencies would have been ultra-Rus- 
sian, there can be no doubt; but whether his strong-willed despotic 
measures would have been more prejudicial than beneficial to his 
country it is impossible to say. We cannot judge of such things 
theoretically, we can only look to the result ; and Capodistrias did 
not live to produce results. He was assassinated on the 9th of 
October 1830; and the utter disorganization under which the 
country suffered until the election of King Otho, almost did away 
with all the good Capodistrias effected in his life, and left a task 
of more than overpowering difficulty for the untried energies of 
his successor. 

There is a picture in the New Pinakotheke at Munich in which 
the landing of King Otho at Nauplia is delineated. There is a 
sunny, radiant look about that picture. The blue sky overhang- 
ing the mountain citadel of Palamedes, and the white buildings 
of the Turkish town of Nauplia; the clear blue waters of the 
Gulf of Argos, on which vessels of every size and shape, from 
the British war-ship to the Greek caique, are represented; the 
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quaint intermixture of brilliant Oriental costumes with the more 
familiar Western dresses, and the eager faces of the thronging 
multitude welcoming their king; and the luxuriant vegetation 
of the foreground contrasting with the snowy summits of the 
Arcadian and Laconian mountains far behind;—all are grouped 
together in a masterly manner, and form a picture which, if it be 
not a masterpiece of art, tells its story, and describes its scene, 
and testifies beyond all doubt to the genuine enthusiasm with 
which King Otho was received in Greece. He landed on the 
6th of February 1833; he left the country on the 24th of 
October 1862; and during these thirty years, all but three 
months, he cannot be said to have performed a single action 
likely to do credit either to himself or to the country which has 
discarded him. From the date of his arrival till his ignominious 
withdrawal, his reign has been one long series of mistakes. The 
regency appointed by King Louis was the first mistake, and from 
it may be traced much of the calamitous future. It was com- 
posed of three members—Count Armansperg, M. de Maurer, and 
General Heideck. The secretary, Mr Abel, was invested with a 
consultative voice, and was appointed supplemental member, to 
fill any vacancy that might occur. Not one of these men was 
competent to fill the posts to which they had been appointed. 
General Heideck had been in Greece, and had acquired a some- 
what cursory acquaintance with the people; but Count Arman- 
sperg never knew the language; and M. de Maurer’s knowledge 
of the country is nowhere better shown than in his own history, 
in which he informs the world that Greece produces dates, sugar, 
and coffee! The duties of the regency were important, and their 
— delicate. Firmness, resolution, and a certain nicety of 

andling, were the qualities that were wanted ; but these were 
precisely the qualities which the members of the regency did not 
possess. It was necessary to create an army, a navy, a civil and 
Judicial administration, and to sweep away the more glaring evils 
of the Turkish financial system. The task of organizing the 
military arm of the State fell to the lot of General Heideck ; but 
that ingenuous warrior, in his enthusiasm for reform, overlooked 
the nation he was reforming, and entrusted all the more impor- 
tant posts in the new army to his own countrymen. He bought 
popularity in Bavaria by selling appointments in Greece ; and 
instead of forming a national army out of men who had fought 
for their country, and had made it, he collected together hordes of 
place-seekers and beer-drinking mercenaries who had flocked from 
Germany for their own purposes, and who cared nothing for the 
country whose mend finances they swallowed up and then 
deserted. But these unprincipled measures might have turned 
out to the advantage of the country, had he been suffered to 
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bring them to completion. Greece was exhausted when Gene- 
ral Heideck arrived with his Bavarians, and any strong line of 
action consistently carried out would have been tolerated. But 
there was dissension in the camp of the Triumvirate, and Gene- 
ral Heideck’s measures were negatived by Count Armansperg, 
and Count Armansperg’s measures were derided and opposed by 
General Heideck. A fatal want of union manifested itself in the 
councils of the regency, and consequent upon that, a course of 
vacillation and indecision where resolute and decisive action 
was imperative. The organization of the army proved a failure. 
The old irregular bands of armed retainers became more formi- 
dable than they were before the presidency of Capodistrias, and 
that long course of brigandage commenced, which for many 
years afterwards was the curse of Greece. The civil admini- 
stration fared no better. It was based upon the principle of 
complete centralization, and soon degenerated into a worthless 
and corrupt bureaucracy. <A system of centralization, however 
admirable it may be in a country like Bavaria, where agricul- 
tural prosperity, long usage, and a perfect system of internal 
communication make it practicable, and little irksome to the 
people, is absolutely impracticable in a new country not yet opened 
up, and inhabited by a turbulent population emerging from a 
state of anarchy. The peasantry refused to submit to this new- 
fangled form of Government, with all its financial and judicial 
enactments. They refused to pay the grievous taxes imposed 
upon them; they cried aloud for the old municipal institutions 
of their days of bondage. They left their flocks and herds to die 
for want of that nutriment which had been declared a Govern- 
ment monopoly. They left the lands uncultivated, to which 
no safe title could be procured, and their vineyards and currant 
gardens untended ; in self-defence they joined the armed bands 
of brigands that were spreading far and wide throughout the 
country, and trusted to robbery and rapine for their daily bread. 
Such was the state of things at home under the regency; abroad it 
was even worse. Those frauds commenced which have robbed the 
nation of the most valuable portion of the national property, 
which have sapped the country’s credit, and which, by depriving 
the English bondholders of their lands which were given them 
in security, have done more to retard the progress of the country 
than years of foreign war could possibly have done. Nor was 
this the worst. Not content with destroying the country en- 
trusted to them, they ruined the character of the future king; 
they became contemptibly jealous of each other, and they con- 
spired against each other’s partisans, who in their turn quar- 
relled ignominiously among themselves. Mr Finlay, whose 
valuable work on the ‘ History of the Greek Revolution’ we have 
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followed in these pages, thus describes the result of their personal 
animosities :— 

‘The members of the regency were men of experience, and stran- 
gers. It was natural to count on their cordial co-operation during 
their short period of power. Yet the two leading members, though 
they had been previously supposed to be political friends, were hardly 
installed in office before they began to dispute about personal trifles, 
Mean jealousy on one side, and inflated presumption on the other, 
sowed the seeds of dissension. Count Armansperg, as a noble, 
looked on Maurer as a pedant and a law professor. Maurer sneered at 
the Count as an idler, fit only to be a diplomatist or a master of cere- 
monies. Both soon engaged in intrigue to eject their colleagues. The 
cause of Greece, and the opinions of the Greeks, were of no account to 
either of the intriguers, for Greek interests could not decide the ques- 
tion at issue.’ 


The inefficiency of the regency was the main source of all 
the evils in the future administration ; and we have dwelt upon 
it at some length, because it has been little noticed by most 
writers on this subject, who, without examination, have heaped 
accusations upon the King which apply more truly to his ill- 
chosen councillors. King Otho has enough to bear in the 
weight of his own delinquencies, and his sins of commission as 
well as of omission. It is only fair to separate the ill deeds of 
his guardians from his own. He proved himself incompetent 
at an early period. He was a man of weak and vacillating 
mind, and of an ungenerous disposition. He was unable to rise 
to any emergency, and soon began, from sheer incompetency, to 
look upon his kingdom as a toy for his own use and gratification, 
and was ever after. unable to extend his political vision beyond 
the limits of his capital. In 1836 he married Queen Amelia, 
daughter of the Grand Duke of Oldenburg, and she soon proved 
a more intolerable burden to his subjects than her husband or 
his advisers. Years rolled on, but they brought no heir to divert 
the Queen’s unwelcome attentions from her subjects, or to give 
some symptoms of stability to a dynasty however uncongenial. 
They brought nothing but an increase of the intolerable mis- 
government of the King and Queen, and of the discontent of 
their neglected subjects. 


‘The agricultural population remained in a stationary condition. 
They were plundered by brigands, pillaged by gendarmes, and robbed 
by tax collectors. They had to bear the whole burden of the con- 
scription, and pay heavy municipal taxes; yet their property was 
insecure, and no roads were made. The Bavarians reproached 
Capodistrias with having neglected to improve the Turkish system 
of levying the land-tax, to construct roads and bridges, and to esta- 
blish security for persons and property. The Greeks now reproached 
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the Bavarians with similar neglect. A remedy was required; and 
the people having long patiently submitted to the despotic authority 
of the Bavarians, now began to clamour for a constitutional govern- 
ment.’ 

A revolution became inevitable. The Bavarians in office 
must be turned out of Greece, and the King must acknowledge 
the constitution, or return to the country from which he came. 
The eventful day arrived. Orders had been given from the 
palace to arrest General Makryiannes, the leader of the reac- 
tionary party. A strong body of gendarmes marched to his 
house at midnight on the 14th of September 1843. They found 
it barricaded, and on their attempting to force an entrance, they 
were met by a discharge of musketry, which forced them to 
retire. The troops were drawn up ready to lend assistance to 
the gendarmes, but the opportunity for action was lost. The 
people had risen to the cry of ‘Zyrw rd Yovrayyweu,’ and the 
troops were not reluctant to join them, and to shout ‘ Long live 
the Constitution’ with them. General Kalergy assumed com- 
mand, and marched them to the gates of the palace. Their 
appearance before the royal windows was the first announcement 
of the revolution that reached the King, and the intelligence 
thus suddenly conveyed to him was not assuring. He sent in 
haste for the artillery, on whose devotion he confided. They 
arrived under the command of Captain Botzares, a son of the 
brave Marko, who had been educated in Bavaria. But they 
galloped to the position assigned them by Kalergy amid loud 
shouts of ‘ Long live the Constitution !’ 

‘The King showed himself at one of the lower windows of the 
palace. Kalergy informed his Majesty that all Greece appealed 
to him to fulfil the promises given when he was elected King of 
Greece, that the people should be governed constitutionally. A low 
conversation ensued, which was indistinct to those nearest, but the 
attitude of Kalergy indicated dissent. The King turned to the troops, 
and exclaimed in a loud voice, “ Retire to your quarters!” Kalergy 
swamped the royal order by calling, “ Attention!” and with a de- 
ferential air, veiling a tone of satire, observed to the King, “The 
troops expect your Majesty’s orders through me, and they will wait 
patiently for your royal decision in their present position.” ’ 

As morning dawned the King received the deputation from 
the Council of State, who came to demand his answer to the 
people’s request. Even at this crisis he continued to act with 
his ‘ Bavarian precipitancy,’ which had become a byword with 
the Greeks for doing nothing. He still trusted to the support 
of the German ministers at the Court, and determined to post- 
pone his answer to the last moment. 


‘Suddenly a few carriages arrived in quick succession; they con- 
y y 
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tained the foreign ministers. A faint cheer was raised as the Russian 
and English ministers appeared; but, in general, the people displayed 
alarm, and remained silent, or formed small groups of whisperers. 
At this moment it was fortunate for Greece that Kalergy was at the 
head of the troops. On that important day he was the only leading 
man of the movement who was in his right place. He had the good 
sense to declare to the foreign ministers that they could not enter the 
palace until the deputation of the Council of State had terminated its 
interview, and received a final answer from his Majesty. The repre- 
sentatives of the three Allied Powers being made acquainted with the 
demands of the deputation, acquiesced in this arrangement, on receiv- 
ing from Kalergy the assurance that his Majesty’s person should be 
treated with the greatest respect. The ministers of Russia, England, 
and France departed, deeming that their presence might tend to pro- 
long the crisis and increase the King’s personal danger. The Austrian 
and Prussian ministers thought the field was clear for action on their 
part, and they resolved to act energetically. They insisted on seeing 
the King. They used strong language, and made an attempt to bully 
Kalergy, who listened with coolness, and then quaintly observed, that 
he believed diplomatic etiquette required them to follow the example 
of their doyen, the Russian envoy, and that common sense suggested 
to him that it would be prudent for them to act like the representa- 
tives of the three protecting powers.’ 


The King now saw that the game was lost, and he determined 
to choose the milder alternative, and resign his absolute power 
in order to preserve his crown. In his bewilderment he signed 
the ordinances presented to him, dismissed the Bavarians, ap- 
pointed a new ministry, and convoked the National Assembly, 
which prepared the constitution according to which Greece has 
since been nominally governed. 

Thus ended the first revolution in King Otho’s melancholy 
reign, and thus the Greeks became a constitutional people. But 
the constitution was nothing but a piece of paper. In theory 
it was defective, in practice it became a mockery. Absolutisin 
and the divine right of kings, and the old pernicious centralizing 
system, continued to be the machinery by which King Otho 
governed. The constitution was a dead letter, an empty name ; 
the Chambers became a packed assembly, where none sat but 
those nominated by the Crown ; and the petty kingdom was fading 
away into a still pettier empire. ‘The King,’ it has been said, 
‘loved his royal crown, he would have loved still more an im- 
perial one, but he did not love his people.’ Things were ripen- 
ing to a state of confirmed absolutism ; and the people, who could 
not shake off the incubus that was weighing them to the ground 
by legal means, began to think of another revolution. In 1854 
it became imminent, and nothing short of a special providence 

1M, About, La Gréce Contemporaine. 
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could ward it off. That special providence appeared, and in the 
form of ‘La grande idée.’ The Eastern question was opened 
up, and the Court saw that now was the moment to divert the 
pent-up passions of the people into another channel. Emissaries 
were despatched to every country to which, like the Israelites of 
old and of the present day, the Greeks had wandered. The 
great idea became the thought of every member of the Hellenic 
race. The time had come to push the frontier, and to gratify 
their feeling of animosity towards the Turks. Greece became 
enthusiastic in the cause, and large sums of money were sub- 
scribed for its promotion by the deluded Greeks, and paid into 
the hands of creatures of the Court. The King and Queen be- 
came wildly popular, and the Chambers, more servile than they 
had been since 1844, decided that the one chance was to crush 
a hampering opposition, and confirm the King in almost despotic 
power. Revolutionary projects were discarded, and the people 
for once became unselfish and unanimous. They threw all care 
for individual aggrandizement to the winds, and thought only of 
their country’s greatness. 

The delusion was but temporary. Failure on the frontiers, 
jobbery in the army, mischievous squandering of the funds, and 
the strenuous opposition of the Western powers, ending in the 
armed occupation of their capital, opened the eyes of the deluded* 
Greeks. They perceived, when too late, that they had been 
duped by the Court. Their contributions were spent in furthering 
the pleasure-seeking projects of the Crown, instead of furthering 
‘la grande idée.” The great powers of Europe scowled upon 
them, threatened them, sent an army of occupation into their 
beloved country, instead of smiling on them, conniving with them, 
and helping them, as they had been led to expect they would ; 
and the Assembly turned out to be a servile, grovelling body, 
who thought of nothing but their places and their pay, instead 
of a Chamber which they looked to in their need as a strong 
bulwark of patriotic feeling. The Court, however, gained a 
temporary extension of power, and a considerable addition to its 
impoverished finances. The King became more absolute than 
ever, and the Greek nation was considered in Europe to be the 
guilty cause of all this disturbance, and, to quote the words of 
the remarkable letter in the Zimes of the 8th of October, ‘ was 
suspected as a turbulent set, with immoderate pretensions and 
utopias, to counteract which the hands of Government ought to 
be strengthened.’ 

The Greek people awoke to find that they had been, through- 
out the affair of 1854, the victims of Court duplicity. The old 
hatred towards the Bavarians returned in an aggravated form ; 
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King Otho was considered the curse of the country at home, and 
his administration began to attract the attention of the powers 
abroad. The Greek people saw that there was now no hope of 
advancement either for themselves or their unhappy country. 
They saw that the Germans cared nothing for them after so 
many years of political acclimatization. They saw that they 
looked upon Greece as a private domain for their own amusement, 
and Athens and the plain of Attica as a pleasant residence, that 
wanted nothing but the usual equivocal attractions of a Spa to 
make it as desirable as any of the watering-places of their native 
land. They saw that the resources of their country could never 
be developed under the existing regime, and that no free consti- 
tutional government could be established to secure their rights 
and liberties. The question began to be mooted freely how they 
could get rid of the Bavarians ; some expedient they would have 
hit on years before, had they not been met with a second diffi- 
culty—where to find a substitute. But for that fatal difficulty,— 
a difficulty, to compare small things with great, analogous to our 
bolstering up the Turkish dominion,—Otho would have been 
without a kingdom more than six years ago. These last six 
years speak volumes for the good sense and moderation of thie 
Greeks. They were unanimous in their condemnation of their 
King and Queen. They knew that their country was retarded in 
every way by the mal-administration of the Government. But 
for fear of a return to the anarchical state into which Greece 
was thrown upon the assassination of Capodistrias, and from 
which she was slowly emerging, they exercised sufficient self- 
restraint to hold their hand. Had there been even the faintest 
gleam of light to give them hopes of better times, they would 
have waited still. But when the darkness that was brooding 
over their country gathered in, they made up their minds that 
night was coming on, and that the blow that must be struck 
some time or other should no longer be retarded. 

Abroad, an impression that the reign of Otho was coming to 
an end had gradually stolen over the minds of all whose attention 
had been directed to the affairs of Greece. After the occupation 
by the allied forces in 1856, it was determined that an investiga- 
tion should be made by the protecting powers into the admini- 
strative and financial state of Greece, in accordance with thie 
terms of the protocol of May 1832, which guaranteed the Greek 
loan. A commission was appointed, consisting of Sir Thomas 
Wyse and MM. de Monthert and Ozerof. They commenced 
their inquiries in February 1857, and remained in commission 
until the 24th May 1859. The result of their investigations has 
lately been published, and it proves beyond all shadow of doubt 
the utter demoralization of the financial administration and the 
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shameless misgovernment of the latter years of King Otho’s rule. 
The commissioners pursued their inquiries as far back as 1845, 
and surveyed the period from then till 1859. They examined 
the different branches of the revenue and the resources of the 
country; they examined into the manner of collecting the taxes, 
into the expenditure of the Government, and into the reforms 
that might be suggested. It is needless to enter minutely into 
all the points elucidated by their labours, but the most striking 
results may be shortly mentioned here ; and first with regard to 
the loan of 1832. 

In 1832, England, France, and Russia supported, by their 
guarantee, a loan of sixty millions of francs to Greece to com- 
plete her emancipation and ensure her prosperity. Part of these 
sixty millions was intended to indemnify the creditors of Greece, 
and especially the Turkish Government. The rest was to supply 
the first wants of agriculture and commerce, and form a capital 
for the material improvement of the people. These funds were 
entrusted to the Council of Regency, who were irresponsible. 
They squandered the money with the utmost recklessness, and 
went away without giving in any accounts ; and the example set 
by them has been sedulously followed under the administration 
which succeeded them. The resources of the Treasury have un- 
questionably increased, but the expenditure has increased like- 
wise—on what, it is impossible to say. There have been no 
improvements in the state of the country to carry away the 
funds. No works of public utility have been carried on. There 
has been no encouragement to industry, and there are no under- 
takings emanating from the State that will in any way account 
for the deficit. The credit of the country is utterly gone ; for, 
though Greece paid the interest of the loan up to 1843, she has 
fallen hopelessly into arrears since then. ‘And now,’ to quote 
the report of the Commission, ‘if the three powers were to give 
up the interest owing for advances made up to the lst January 
1859, the debt of Greece amounts at this date (March 12, 1859) 
to 56,142,304 frs. 75 cents ; and it would amount on the 15th of 
March 1870, the time fixed for its acquittance towards the 
owners of bonds, to 121,528,198 firs. 81 cents.’ 

So much for the financial transactions with the protecting 
powers. They are hopeless and beyond salvation, and irreclaim- 
able by anything short of a declaration of national bankruptcy, 
and a total reformation in the administration of the revenue. The 
amount of reckless dealing and barefaced malversation in the 
home affairs brought to light by the Commission is almost in- 
credible. They discovered that the national domain, which is 
undefined and destitute of boundaries, was being constantly 
encroached upon and lessened. They discovered that the funds 
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of the communes, and the use made of them, were ignored by the 
State; that many of the taxes and revenues did not bring in as 
much as they ought ; that the land-tax, in particular, gave rise 
to abuses prejudicial to the Treasury, and that it impeded the 
development of agriculture ; that arrears increased every year, 
and could never be recovered, owing to the inefficacious state of 
the land; that the ‘ ministres ordonnateurs’ of the expenditure 
have never rendered any account; that the agents employed 
to collect the taxes escaped supervision ; that the Ministers of 
Finance had oaensially neglected to verify the resources of the 
Treasury, or to publish any account of the state of the finances ; 
and, generally, that there was no check upon the administration 
of finance, and no publicity given to the acts of the administra- 
tion, and therefore an absence of that control which is the only 
guarantee to the country and the protecting powers. 

‘This exposure made by the labours of the Commission did not 
tend to dissipate the cloud that was hanging over the govern- 
ment of King Otho, or to disprove the prophesies of evil that 
were current throughout Europe. It shook any confidence that 
might still be felt ; and though it created a temporary retrench- 
ment in the Court expenses, it could not eradicate the evils that 
thirty years of iniquity had produced. The crisis was near at 
hand. There was a seething and a fermentation working and 
spreading throughout the whole country, which sooner or later 
had to find an outlet in some form or other. The exciting cir- 
cumstances of the Italian Revolution, the glory of Garibaldi, and 
the ignominy of Francesco, whom they looked on as a second 
Otho, brought the crisis to a head, and the long pent-up feeling 
burst forth in the spring of 1861. 

On the evening of the 28th of May of that year, a discovery 
was made in Athens of what appeared to be a vast conspiracy, 
organized by the anti-dynastic party and a considerable faction 
in the army. The object of the conspiracy was to overthrow the 
Government, and decree perpetual banishment upon King Otho. 
On investigation, it turned out to be of little moment, a straw 
thrown up to see how the wind blew. Tranquillity was restored 
for the period of four months, when the old feeling broke out 
again in an unexpected quarter. At nine o’clock at night, on 
the 15th September, Queen Amelia returned on horseback from 
her model farm at the foot of Parnes, a rustic plaything, some 
seven miles from Athens, where, a burly-matron, she aped the 
youthful frolics of Marie Antoinette in the Petit Trianon. Just 
as she arrived at the palace, a man stepped forward from the 
shadow of the gate and discharged a pistol at her. He missed 
his aim, and was arrested on the spot. He was well known,— 
Aristides Dosios, aged seventeen, a young Greek of noble family, 
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nephew of Mavrocordatos, and closely connected with many of 
the more distinguished Phanariot families. There was found 
upon his person a document written in his own handwriting, en- 
titled, ‘Mv Apology.’ In it he explained calmly and clearly the 
reasons of his conduct. His love, he said, and his devotion to his 
country, impelled him to commit the act. But for that, he never 
would have raised his hand against a woman; but this woman, 
by her consistent tyranny, had sacrificed the privileges of her sex. 
His trial created a strange sensation throughout the whole of 
Greece. The advocate who acted for him pronounced a pane- 
gyric upon the history of his family, that recalled the days of the 
great Greek orators. He showed how they had been distinguished, 
some in war, some in politics, some by public benefactions, all by 
patriotism. He dwelt upon the learning and the sweetness of 
character of his aged father, who sat throughout the trial by his 
son’s side in abject grief, his eyes suffused with tears, and his whole 
body torn with emotion. He dwelt, too, upon the noble cha- 
racter and the literary accomplishments of his mother ;* and at- 
tempted, in vindication of the youthful Aristides, to show that he 
had acted under the temporary influence of monomania. When 
he had finished, Dosios arose, and in a calm and natural voice 
addressed his judges. ‘ Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘a solemn promise 
has compelled me to be silent during this defence, which I ab- 
solutely repudiate. If this promise had not been exacted from 
me, I would have proved to you how thirty years of tyranny had 
imposed on ne the duty which I attempted to perform.’ The 
effect of this bold defiance almost overpowered the court. The 
youth, the courage, the unflinching patriotism of the self-con- 
demned assassin, touched a chord of sympathy in the hearts of 
all who heard him. It carried back their minds to the times 
of ancient heroism; and even in reproducing it, one is uncon- 
sciously reminded of the early days of Rome, and of the well- 
known words addressed by C. Mucius Sczevola to Porsenna under 

the walls of Rome,—‘ Romanus sum,’ inquit, ‘civis, C. Mucium 

vocant : hostis hostem occidere volui,; nec ad mortem minus animi 

est quam fuit ad caedem: et facere et pati fortia Romani est.’ 

Dosios was condemned to death ; but his sentence was com- 

muted to penal servitude for life, at, it is said, the instigation of 

the Queen. 

Six months later, a new conspiracy came to light. Otho was 
to be raised to the dignity of an old world tyrant, and was doomed 
to suffer the fate of the son of Pisistratus, on the road between 
the Pireeus and Athens. His life was saved by a telegraphic 
message, and hurrying on from Corinth, he arrived in Athens 


? Mme. Dosios was well known as a devoted admirer of dramatic poetry, and 
as an accomplished authoress. 
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six hours sooner than he was expected. Warned by these 
suggestive incidents, he made an almost honest attempt to 
satisfy his subjects at the beginning of last year. He summoned 
Admiral Canaris, the brave old Ipsariot, to the palace, and en- 
trusted him with the formation of a ministry. Canaris was 
sanguine. He told his friends that the King had at last listened 
to reason, that, in his own words, ‘le monstre était enfin garrotté.’ 
But it was too late. The leaders of the opposition, Christidis, 
Bulgaris, and Ziimis, would not take office, and the list of names 
offered by Canaris was such that Otho had no choice but to re- 
ject it. ‘Miaoulis and his ministry remained in power. That 
ministry, consisting of Miaoulis, Condouriotis, Potlis, Crestinitis, 
Simos, and Botzaris, had been openly accused of every species 
of baseness, of underhand electioneering of the most flagrant 
kind, of making dead partisans vote, of suppressing unfavour- 
able and replacing them with imaginary votes, of using every 
means for ensuring the success of their “candidates, and of vio- 
lating every known maxim of constitutional government. <A few 
days “afterw ards, on the 12th of February, the revolt of Nauplia 
was proclaimed. There was something almost dramatic in that 
proclamation. As the sun was setting behind the mountains of 
Arcadia on the evening of the 12th February, a number of offi- 
cers quartered in the mountain fortress of Palamede, which rises 
some 800 feet above the waters of the Gulf of Argos, and over 
the city of Nauplia, assembled in the great hall of the fortress. 
They were addressed in eloquent and impassioned terms by Lieu- 
tenant Grivas, son of old Theodariki Grivas, who had done good 
service in the war of independence and in 1854, and who died a 
few days after the deposition of the King. Some of his brother 
officers spoke after him, and the grey dawn of morning had stolen 
in upon them before their deliberations were concluded. The 
sound of the drum awoke the citizens of Nauplia, and the intelli- 
gence soon spread among them that the revolt against the bar- 
barians had commenced. They received the news enthusiastically, 
and to a man declared themselves ready and willing to die for 
their country and the revolution. But the country was not pre- 
pared to answer to their call; their cup of discontent was not 
quite full. The leaders of the revolt waited for a response, but 
in vain. The country was not yet ready for a general rising. 
The revolution was premature, and therefore on the 20th April 
the offers of the King were accepted, and the garrison capitu- 
lated on honourable terms. These terms—a general amnesty, 
the formation of a national army, and the summoning together 
of the Chambers—were not fulfilled. The amnesty was “disre- 
garded, and the prisons were filled with political prisoners. ‘The 
idea of a national army—a hook baited with a shred of ‘la grande 
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idée’—was entertained only until Nauplia surrendered. The 
Chambers, indeed, were called together, and they promptly and 
imperiously demanded the dismissal of Miaoulis, and a change of 
ministry. 

In the meantime, a strange scene had been enacting in the 
Legislative Assembly. The popular excitement had penetrated 
even into the midst of that servile and obedient body. A rumour 
had reached Athens that the royal troops had bombarded Nau- 
plia; and on the afternoon of the 28th of March, the question 
was put to the President Miaoulis, whether the rumour was true 
ornot. He answered shortly and flippantly that the insurrection 
was at an end; that it had been extinguished by a few cartridges, 
and that peace was restored. This barefaced impudence awoke 
the anger of even the tamest of deputies.’ Up started a crowd 
of heated faces to reply to the arrogant speech of the Premier, 
wounding to their national as well as individual feelings. Fifty 
voices attempted to speak at the same time, till above them ail 
the stentorian utterance of Voulgariis found its way. ‘No, he 
cried, ‘ you tell us lies ; you have not quenched the lesurvection : 
not, though you have thrown above a thousand patriots into pri- 
son, devastated the country, bombarded a flourishing city, and 
carried utter ruin into the homes of thousands of Greek citizens. 
You tell a lie again if you talk of peace and order. How can 
there be peace under such a reign of terror as yours; how can 
there be order with your foreion general and his army of vaga- 
bonds, enlisted from among the scum of the population? I curse 
you and your lies; and Iy weep for my poor country, which has 
to submit to such ‘yulers as you. The memory of our fathers, 
who with their blood sealed the independence of Greece, cries up 
to Heaven against such infamous rule, crying aloud, “ What 
have you done with our country?”” It was a strange scene, one 
worthy of a nobler nation and a better cause. The immediate 
effect was the utter discomfiture of Miaoulis, who sat mute as 
one stunned with the weight of his iniquity. The Minister of 
Finance, M. Simos, by sound judicious words, threw oil upon 
the troubled waters, and calmed them for the moment; but the 
overthrow of the ministry was accomplished. 

Promises of a new ministry were made profusely, but weeks 
passed on without their being fulfilled. Disaffection began to 
appear abroad again. Missolonghi raised the red cross, the 
banner of insurrection. Syra, where many of the heroes of 
Nauplia were temporarily resident, was not slow to follow the 
example, and bands of armed peasants were gathering on the 
plain of Attica. On the 7th of June, Qoleotronis was summoned 
to the palace by an imperative order oY the Queen, and he was 


1 Spectator, April 19, 1862. * Ibid. 
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straightway commanded to form a ministry. With difficulty he 
secured the services of some notorious and of some unknown 
men, and attempted for a few short weeks to sustain the double 
part of a creature of the Queen’s and a President of a Liberal 
Council. The attempt was abortive, and the reactionary party 
became stronger than ever. On the last few days of June, 
anarchy was rife throughout the whole of Greece, and bands of 
the youth of Athens were parading the streets, and shouting 
aloud for Amadeus, the second son of the King of Italy, under 
the palace windows of the King of Greece; and so things 
struggled on until the 23d of September. On that day the 
Chamber of Deputies was prorogued until November. The cup 
was overflowing now. All hope of honest reform, all hope of a 
revision of the constitution which had been promised to them, 
was thus destroyed; and so the opposition party made up their 
minds that the crisis had now arrived, and that the blow must 
now be struck. They had waited long and patiently, but now 
the pear was fully ripe. The last blow was struck on the night 
of the 20th October. A Provisional Government was formed at 
Patras ; King Otho abdicated in favour of his brother; the 
Provisional Government proclaimed the deposition of his race ; 
the revolution was silently and bloodlessly accomplished, and 
Greece has seen the last of her Bavarian oppressors. 

Historians who, in future ages, will take up the subject of a 
resuscitated Greece, will treat these thirty years of King Otho’s 
reign as a period of national torpor. Individual Greeks in foreign 
countries—Greci extra Greciam agentes—rose to wealth and 
eminence during this period; but their native country did not 
advance one step in political or material improvement. Whether 
the verdict of futurity will pronounce these years to be a period 
of falling away, or merely a transient phase of preparation for 
the good time to come, cannot even be conjectured now. It may 
be that Greece has been passing through a stage of political 
existence consequent upon exhaustion. The old soil which was 
turned up during the war of independence, has been lying fallow; 
and the country and its inhabitants have been girding themselves 
up for years of fresh struggle and exertion. It may be that the 
character of the people has now recovered the equilibrium that 
was upset, and that a new generation will fulfil the promises that 
were expected from the generation that is now passing away. 
These thirty years may constitute a period of necessary repose ; 
but it looks more like a period of unnecessary stagnation. The 
inhabitants have not increased with anything approaching to 
the rapidity which was anticipated. They have not improved in 
wealth, in organization, or the first rudiments of self-government. 
They have disappointed their friends, who hoped to see in the 
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new kingdom a Christian power renewing its youth, and reviv- 
ing the days of Greek pre-eminence. They have left unful- 
filled the prophesies of political philosophers, who saw in the 
noble struggle for independence the promise of a new centre 
of civilisation and political liberty, that was to spread its in- 
fluence through the regions bordering upon the /®gean Sea, 
and infuse new blood into the lifeless veins of the body politic 
of the Kast. 

And as the people have been torpid, so the country has been 
stationary. Nothing has been done for it, except just in the 
immediate precincts of what was the Court. The plain of Attica 
is intersected by carriage roads, and promenades, and pleasant 
places; but the interior of the country shows less of the external 
symbols of civilisation than it did in the days of Agamemnon. 
‘The Sultan,’ it has been said, ‘does not possess a foot of road 
in his dominions that would not be indicted as a nuisance in this 
country ;’ and there is very much the same state of things in 
Greece. There are not 120 miles of road from one end of the 
kingdom to the other, and not a dozen bridges. Between Athens 
and Corinth there is no direct communication: Sparta, in itself 
a flourishing little modern village, is unapproachable, except by 
the sorriest mountain-path. Mule-tracks of the most perilous 
nature connect Patras with the interior; and yet Patras is now 
the second city in Greece, and is destined, owing to its commercial 
importance, soon to become the first. Railroads have hardly 
been contemplated in the wildest dreams of the most advanced 
reformers ; yet no country is more in want of them, and in none 
are there greater facilities for making them. Five miles of level 
plain separate Athens from its port; four miles without a rise 
above one hundred feet is all the space between the old Saronic 
and Corinthian Gulfs; twenty miles by the Eurotas valley connects 
Sparta and the heart of the Morea with Gythium, and a few 
short lines of railroad would connect the more fertile districts of 
Beeotia with the sea; yet not one of these routes have been sur- 
veyed, or even thought of, by the multitude of railway speculators. 
There is indeed one road—a carriage-road, overshadowed by 
luxuriant pepper-trees — leading from Athens to the barren 
rocks of Phalerum. But at Phalerum there is no flourish- 
ing city, no commercial bustling seaport,—simply one solitary 
house by the sea-shore, and that was the bathing-house of Queen 
Amelia. 

From want of internal communication, the inland produce 
cannot be transported to the sea, and so is useless; and from 
want of this stimulus to exertion, among other causes to be 
noticed presently, agriculture is neglected, and anything like 
industrious employment is nowhere to be found. The intermin- 
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able tracts of forests are turned to no account, the valuable mines 
are not worked, and laborious manufacture is all but unknown. 
The people and the country have been alike asleep during the 
last quarter of a century, and were gradually falling into a 
state of more confirmed inaction than they were in under the 
Turkish domination. 

The Greeks themselves, and their more indiscriminating ad- 
mirers, have attributed this period of lethargy to King Otho and 
his Court alone, and have held him up to execration as the sole 
cause. Other writers have attempted to whitewash the Bava- 
rians, and to throw the blame upon Europe and the protecting 
powers; and one writer, the title of whose book is prefixed to 
this article, looking upon everything in Greece through the 
vision of her virgin enthusiasm, has been unable to see anything 
amiss either in the people, the country, or the ruler. If we do 
not mistake her meaning, the authoress of ‘Greece and the 
Greeks’ is ready to cling, even in King Otho’s case, to the belief 
that the King can do no wrong, and to do battle for the King, 
Queen, Court, people, and country, with all the blind devotion 
of her enthusiastic nature. Her admiration for everything con- 
nected with Greece is beyond all praise, and infinitely beyond 
all criticism ; but the glory of her enthusiasm for the Court is 
somewhat tarnished by the prominence which she gives to the 
fulsome but not uncalculating attentions lavished upon her by 
the now notorious exiles, who were the King and Queen of 
Greece when she was avowedly engaged upon a book that 
would be certain to command some attention. To adopt her 
own words, ‘ La reine était plus que charmante, elle était sedui- 
sante.’ 

We confess ourselves unable to side very strongly with either 
the partisans of the Court or of the people. There are faults on 
both sides. In the foregoing pages we have shown where the 
Court has failed, and most conspicuously: we now propose to 
dwell on some of the characteristics of the people. 


‘We know no spectacle,’ says Lord Macaulay, ‘so ridiculous 
as the British public in one of its fits of morality,’—except, he 
might have added, the spectacle presented by the same public in 
one of its fits of enthusiasm. We are strangely feminine in our 
likings and our dislikings, always enthusiastic about something 
or another, without in the slightest degree understanding the true 
bearing of our enthusiasm. If any one will cast his eye over the 
different phases of public opinion in this country in its estimates 
of foreign nations during the last ten years, he will be penetrated 
with a feeling of curious contempt for the capricious admirations 
of his fellow-countrymen. Some vague rumour of an oppressed 
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nationality struggling for its existence, like the Poles, or of a 
ferocious and blasphemous population being converted wholesale 
to Christianity, like the Taepings, reaches this country, and the 
most demure among us cannot restrain his indignation and ex- 
citement. We do not wait for facts, and disregard them when they 
arrive ; we form our theories and opinions, and will not hear 
them gainsaid. But the phase passes away; we forget that we 
were foolish, and we take to something else. Look at our incon- 
sequent and fickle conduct towards the Greeks since 1839, when 
the Morning Chronicle first drew attention to King Otho’s in- 
competence, and scandalized the Athenian Court by referring to 
some ‘mysterious medical certificate,’ now forgotten. The British 
public did not look favourably either upon Greece or her inhabit- 
ants at that time. But in 1843 we turned round, and were 
nearly as noisy in our attentions to the Greeks as we are just 
now. In 1850, the Pacifico affair again alienated our wavering 
affections. We were divided in our opinions then; but in 1854, 
the moral indignation of the country against the unhappy Greeks 
was almost sublime, and there were those among us who would 
have swept them from the face of Europe. But here we are in 
1863, and the weathercock of public feeling has chopped round 
again, and it is impossible to find a word to say against them. 
Newspapers, Members of Parliament, public speakers at sensation 
meetings, 7imes’ correspondents under every signature in every 
known language, and journalists of every kind, have employed 
the whole battery of the art of giving publicity to sentiments in 
applauding to the sky the very nation that, eight years ago, they 
execrated as everything that was degraded. We know of no 
half measures. Foreign nations are either the noblest work of 
God, or the most contemptible of their kind. We recognise no 
happy medium in our likes or dislikes. We cannot look abroad 
philosophically, and form a calm discriminating judgment. 

Our state of enthusiasm for the Greeks three months ago was 
preposterously ridiculous. It has somewhat toned down within 
the last few weeks. We are beginning to learn the truth of the 
matter. The Greeks have not a fine national character, neither 
are they altogether sunk in moral obliquity. They have good 
points and they have bad points, but the bad predominates. 
Their character resembles that of the French more than any 
other people of the present day, but it has features of its own 
different from those of any nation in Europe. A traveller 
arriving in Greece is struck at once by the intermixture of the 
East and West in the aspect of the country and the people. If 
he comes from the dominions of the Sultan, the Western appear- 
ance of everything he meets is pleasing to him. He feels he 
has left behind him the ‘ stereotyped stationariness’ of Eastern 
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life, and has come again within civilised and, as it were, familiar 
precincts. If he comes from the West, he is amused and inte- 
rested by the Oriental appearance of everything he sees. The 
scenery with its unusual vegetation, the inhabitants in their 
white Albanian dresses, and the language so unlike anything 
else in Europe, all tell him that he is in an unfamiliar land, and 
suggest ideas of Eastern life and sunshine. And just as there is 
this intermixture in the aspect of the country, so there is in the 
character of the people. There is much of both the East and 
the West in it, as is shown, on the one hand, by their long 
acquiescence in their destiny, by their occasional fierce outbursts 
of spasmodic excitability, by their imaginative impressionability, 
and by their ignorance of truth; and, on the other, by their in- 
satiate love of learning, by their desire for adventure and for 
national glory, and by a sort of blind groping in the dark after 
a genuine political existence. But, besides these traits of charac- 
ter, there are also striking indications of the less pleasing features 
of the old Athenian character, the only trace of antiquity that 
centuries of foreign domination have not extinguished. The 
Alcibiades stamp of mind, but without the high military and 
political qualities and the refined geniality of that most charac- 
teristic Greek, is not eradicated; and the combination of love of 
enterprise, restless egotism, vanity, and unscrupulous want of 
rectitude which rendered him conspicuous in his country’s 
history, are still at work among his countrymen of the present 
day. The more prominent virtues of the Greek race are their 
love of country, their love of liberty, and their love of enter- 
prise. But their love of country originates in their vanity and 
their fondness for ostentation, and degenerates into selfishness 
and indefinite yearning for the glory of themselves. Their love 
of liberty takes the form of jealousy towards all who are their 
superiors in rank, position, or wealth—a feeling traceable to 
the old time-honoured leaning towards Ostracism—and of a 
thorough Alcibiadean contempt for discipline, law, and regular 
authority. That much-abused word ‘liberty’ means very differ- 
ent things in different countries. With us in England it means 
a reverence for the habeas corpus, and freedom of the individual 
to do, and say, and think exactly as he pleases. In France, it 
means omnipotent equality, and the abolition of the exclusive 
rights and privileges of our neighbours. In America, it used to 
mean permission to insult anybody with impunity, but in Greece 
it comprehends all these ideas, and goes beyond them. In that 
country it means contempt for organization, and hatred for the 
ordinary restrictions incidental to political society. It leads to 
brigandage, to anarchy, and all disorder, and can be kept within 
bounds only by the most stringent measures. Their third virtue 
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is their love of enterprise, and in that even more distinctly than 
in the others does their combination of East and West display 
itself. From their Western connection they take their fondness 
for commercial adventure, and from their Eastern connection the 
somewhat questionable methods freely adopted by them for turn- 
ing their commerce to account. Venality, and avariciousness, 
and trickery, and a general want of truthfulness, are only too 
common in their mercantile relations. ‘They are formed of 
three parts,’ says an old Greek satirist of the fourteenth century ; 
‘their tongue speaks one thing, their mind meditates another, 
and their actions accord with neither. These moral blemishes 
in their national character may be in great measure attributed 
to their long life of degradation under the Turks : they constitute 
just that species of moral turpitude fostered hy oppression and 
degradation, and which extended commercial relations more than 
anything else will tend to dissipate; and once dissipated, they 
will not return to distort that which is the most promising feature 
in their character. 


So far we have treated this question historically, and from a 
retrospective point of view. We come now to look to the future, 
and to consider in a few words what are the prospects of Greece. 
Political prophecy is seldom of great value, and political specula- 
tion, though interesting, is rarely conclusive ; but the question of 
the future of Greece is one that engrosses so much attention 
now,—it is one which may be pregnant with such gigantic results 
within the next few years,—that one is led into speculation almost 
unconsciously. What, then, has the revolution produced? At 
the present time things are in such a transient state that it is all 
but impossible to form an estimate that can be trusted. A single 
day may change the current of events, and agencies yet un- 
developed may rise to the surface, and overthrow any temporary 
political fabric from its foundations. So far, the revolution has 
advanced with unexpected moderation ; but he would be a bold 
man who would confidently assert that this moderation will 
endure for many months, or that it proves that Greece has thrown 
off her old spoiled-child life with her Bavarian rulers, and that 
she will henceforth rise to eminence among nations. She has a 
lengthened trial to pass through before she acquires the first 
rudiments of self-government, and she must learn them well before 
she can hope to be entrusted with a larger field of labour. 

It seems admitted on all hands that Greece desires to be 
governed constitutionally like England. Her overtures towards 
this country are creditable alike to England and to Greece. To 
England, because it shows that the so-called ‘moral influence’ 
exercised by this country in her relations with Italy, has not 
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proved barren and unprofitable in Europe, and that her prestige 
stands as high now as at any time during the last half-century, 
and higher than that of any other country. To Greece these 
overtures are creditable, because they show that her inhabitants 
are really desirous of entering on a new phase of political exist- 
ence. But is Greece fit for constitutional government? <A 
parliamentary system such as ours, is, it may be said without 
self-flattery, the nearest approach to the perfection of government 
that can be attained to in the present state of political knowledge 
and of social life. To reach so elevated a position in the economy 
of government, and to work it safely, there must be existent in 
the governed people certain qualities that are not the universal 
birthright of nations. Among these, four may here be men- 
tioned as most essential : (1) orderliness, or respect for constituted 
authority ; (2) a sense of truthfulness and morality wide-spread 
throughout the nation; (3) some political experience in the 
many, or consummate statesmanship in the few; (4) a good 
prospect of national well-being among the lower classes of the 
community. How far does Greece partake of these essential 
qualities? That is the question to which those who are interested 
in the welfare of the country must direct their attention. 

(1.) Habitual respect for established law is indispensable ; what 
Carlyle calls ‘an inveterate and inborn reverence for the con- 
stable’s staff, must be engrained in the hearts and dispositions of 
a self-governing population. It is to that reverence, above all 
things, which is so deeply implanted in the English character, 
that we owe the success of our popular institutions. Are the 
Greeks endowed with that essential possession? We fear not. 
They are restless and unsettled, and intolerant of all restraint. 
Yet, it may be argued, the Greeks do not feel the want of 
government so much as some other nations. There are nations 
that have been accustomed to help themselves from childhood, 
and there are others that are dependent on a ruling mind. The 
former can accommodate themselves easily to circumstances ; the 
latter have had everything done for them, and are so used to act 
upon the inspiration of some leading man, that they are helpless 
as a lame man without his crutches when their advisers are 
removed. ‘This state of dependence is one of the many crying 
evils of all paternal governments. <A rigid system of centraliza- 
tion unfits a nation for helping itself. It cannot shake off its 
swaddling-clothes, but remains tied hand and foot like an infant. 
It is not fit for self-government, but remains a child among the 
constitutional powers around it. ‘To some extent such a line of 
argument is applicable to Greece. King Otho and his council- 
lors attempted to establish a system of centralization, but it never 
entered into the national life of Greece. Her own old municipal 
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administration, under which she existed during the Turkish 
domination, has left its impress on the national character, and 
Greece may not be so es as at first sight she appears. A 
system of self-government, for instance, would be more feasible 
in Greece, as far as former training goes, than it ever could be 
in France. The paternal form of government is so intimately 
bound up with the life of the French nation, that it would take 
ages of gradual relaxation before the feeling of dependency on 
some central system could be rooted out. But with the Greeks 
it is somewhat otherwise : in proportion as they ave less dependent 
upon the omniscience of one ruling mind, in like proportion is 
there some hope of their learning to rule themselves. 

(2.) Granting, then, that habituation to a system of munici- 
pality is a stepping-stone towards successful self-government, it 
is but a stepping-stone ; and there are other qualities of a deeper 
nature that underlie a national character, and are even more 
indispensable than a mere objective reverence for order. Just 
laws are invaluable institutions towards propping up the political 
and social edifice; but, after all, they are but the props and 
scaffolding. Justice and morality constitute the real building, 
and without them the scaffolding is useless. A strong and active 
sense of these two virtues is essential in a people that would 
hope for the successful working of a constitutional form of 
government in its highest manifestations. A spirit of justice, 
and morality, and unselfish truthfulness must exist in the na- 
tion. It may be wide-spread throughout the people, or it may 
be found in the ruling body alone, but it must be in one or 
other. It must either be diffused or concentrated; and the 
wider it is diffused, the more capable of self-control the nation ; 
the more concentrated it is, the greater the necessity for some 
one to control it. That spirit, unfortunately, does not exist in 
Greece as yet. We have already shown that truthfulness and 
a high standard of morality are not characteristic of the people. 
They are not diffused throughout the land, neither are there 
striking indications of their being concentrated in the ruling 
body. 

(3.) Do we find any traces of political experience pervading 
the general public in Greece, or do we find any consummate 
statesmanship in the few? Again we have to answer in the 
negative. Neither the Turkish yoke nor the rule of Otho was 
calculated to unfold any treasures of political ability. The 
secrets of diplomacy are not learned in such schools as these. 
With regard to the people, it may be said that their political 
experience has been limited to the vaguest aspirations: with 
regard to the leading men brought to the surface by the revo- 
lution, we must consider their characters more in detail. 
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The Provisional Government consists of— 
President, 
Demetri Bulgaris. 
Vice-Presidents, 
Constantin Canaris, Benizelo Roufos. 

Th. A. Ziimis, . . . . . . . Minister of the Interior. 
T. Manghinas, . . . . . . « Minister of Finance. 
D. Califronas, . . . . . . « Secretary of the Admiralty. 
A. Coumoundouros, . . . . . Minister of Justice. 
E. Deligeorgis, . . . . . . « Minister of Public Instruction. 
Lieut.-Col. Demetri Mavromichales, Minister of War. 
Col. Papa Diamantopoulos, . . . Secretary of Foreign Affairs. 

These ten men are the representative men in Greece, and, with 
the exception of Mavrocordatos, are probably the best men in 
the country. Mavrocordatos is an old man, between eighty and 
ninety; and though his intellect may still be keen, and his ex- 
perience greater than that of all the ten leading men put to- 
gether, he is precluded from taking an active part in politics, 
owing to his failing health and his total blindness. In his 
younger days he held republican views, and even now his ten- 
dencies are inclined to radicalism. Of the other men there can- 
not be said to be one who has been trained in statesmanship. 
Otho’s policy was not favourable to the development of diplo- 
matic ability. liability and servile acquiescence were qualities 
of much higher repute with him than statesmanship; and the 
best point in the character of these men is, that, with one or two 
exceptions, they kept aloof from Otho’s influence ; and that gives 
the best promise for their integrity. 

Bulgaris is a native of Hydra, and is now about sixty years of 
age. From his youth he has dabbled in politics, but he held no 
office until just before the revolution of 1843. At that time he 
was Minister of Finance. Distinguished alike for his physical 
and mental activity, and of high repute as an accomplished orator, 
he soon rose to eminence, and in 1855 he was President of the 
Cabinet, a position which he occupied until 1857. Since then he 
has sat steadily with the Opposition. He has been a consistent 
enemy of the reigning dynasty, and was more than suspected of 
being in communication with the anti-dynastic faction who origi- 
nated the revolution of Nauplia. In detault of Mavrocordatos, he 
probably is as suitable a man to occupy the position of President 
of the Provisional Government as any other man in Greece. Yet 
he is not a man of that high order of statesmanship that can 
bear the weight of the future of his country. 

Canaris never was a politician, and now that he is over seventy 
years of age he is not likely to acquire the elemental principles 
of diplomacy. No man is more beloved in Greece, and no one 
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has gained such a reputation for individual courage as the brave 
old Ipsariot, who almost single-handed destroyed the Turkish 
fleet at Tenedos. But individual bravery alone will not raise a 
state from a condition of almost absolute disorganization to a lead- 
ing place among nations. 

Benizelo Roufos is the best man in the Government, and on 
him dependence must be placed, if upon any man of the revolu- 
tion. He was born in Patras in 1794, and is now sixty-eight 
years of age. He isa manof great wealth, being a large landed 
proprietor in Greece and the Islands, and has for a long time com- 
manded great personal influence, from his well-known rectitude, 
truthfulness, and nobility of character. He is the leader of what 
is called the English party in Greece, which, in opposition to 
the French and Russian parties, means that party which admires 
English institutions political and commercial, which desires to 
make the revolution a truly popular movement, and which 
desires to see a genuine form of constitutional monarchy esta- 
blished in the country. To the influence of Roufos and his 
party must be attributed, in great measure, the late movement 
in favour of an English monarch. Of the other members of the 
Cabinet we need not speak in detail.! They number among 
them patriotic men and good lawyers, but not a single man worthy 
the name of statesman. And this is one of the melancholy 
features in this revolution. In other countries, during turbulent 
times, distinguished men have ever risen to the surface, thrown 
up, as it were, by the very violence of the national agitation. In 
France, in the first revolution, they sprang up in numbers, men 
of grandeur of aim and intellect, mighty leaders of a mighty 
people. The revolution of 1848 brought forth Napoleon, in his 
own peculiar way surpassing any of his predecessors in the 
former revolution. The Italian struggle produced Cavour and 
Garibaldi, men whose names will live for ever in the pages of 
history. And in America—in the Southern States at least— 
such men as Jefferson Davis, Jackson, and Lee will not go down 
unhonoured to posterity. But this poor bloodless thing in 
Greece has not produced a man whom either the present or 
future generations can admire. There is no centre, no great 
character standing out from the crowd, to which men may look 
for comfort. The best thing that can be said of the Government 
is, that it appears to be composed of men of sobriety of character, 
and, so far as is known, of rectitude, who are somewhat impressed 
with the responsibility of their difficult situation. Yet this 
sobriety of character is something ; and so long as Bulgaris and 
m.. good account of them is given in the London Review of November 29, 
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Roufos remain at the head of affairs, there is some hope of Greece 
in her present crisis; but if the republican party, under the 
auspices of young Grivas and his hot-headed companions, once 
gain the upper hand, it is impossible to conjecture what may be 
the ultimate result. Better far that blind old Mavrocordatos 
and his radical supporters should be entrusted with the helm of 
the state. 

The fourth quality essential in a nation that desires to govern 
itself, is a good prospect of material wellbeing among the lower 
classes of the community. That is an all-important element, 
affecting the stability of any people. How, then, are the lower 
classes circumstanced in Greece, and what are the prospects of 
the country in an agricultural and comimercial point of view ? 

No country can long languish in which commerce and agri- 
culture are pursued energetically by its people; and no better 
signs of resuscitation could be given by Greece than a determi- 
nation on the part of her people to devote their energies to these 
two lines of material well-being. Commerce is no new thing to 
them. An aptitude for mercantile transactions, on the largest or 
the smallest scale, has long been their most leading characteristic. 
They are, above all people, a nation of shopkeepers, for trade 
cannot come amiss to them in any form. ‘C’est au reste,’ says 
an acco.iplished French author; ‘a cet esprit de commerce qui 
s’empara de la plus grande partie des habitans de la Gréce, que 
ces peuples ont été redevables de ce degré de puissance et de 
considération dont ils ont joui pendant quelques siécles. Une 
nation commercante est en général une nation active et indus- 
trieuse. Le traffic maritime sourtout exige beaucoup de travail, 
de hardiesse et de sagacité. Ces qualités influent nécessaire- 
ment sur les meeurs, et rendant les esprits plus propres aux 
grandes enterprises.”* 

This estimate is not too highly coloured. Their commercial 
aptitude is the most promising feature in the Greek character ; 
and if it was only balanced by scrupulous rectitude, and by a 
capacity for continuous exertion, it could not fail to raise the 
nation to the very highest place in the commercial world. As it 
is, they have even now in their hands the greatest portion of the 
carrying trade in the Levant. They might soon monopolize the 
traffic between the East and West. The position and physical 
features of the country are, in themselves, a guarantee for maritime 
and commercial success. If their credit in the market was only 
sufficiently established to induce speculators to embark capital 
upon the country, to make railways, roads, and seaports, to 
establish packets, and to carry out such other improvements as are 
demanded by the neglected state of the country, Greece might 


1 Goguet de l’origine des Loix, etc. 
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very soon become the first commercial country in the Mediter- 
ranean, and might extend her trade to limits unequalled by any 
nation but our own. 

The agricultural prospects of the country are by no means so 
healthy and so promising as the commercial prospects. ‘The 
tastes of the people, the nature of the institutions affecting land, 
and the physical condition of the country, are all hostile to a pro- 
fitable development of agriculture. The Greeks have a natural 
distaste for cultivation. It requires more patience, more perse- 
verance, and a more stable mind than they possess. A true-born 
Greek feels himself degraded if he stoop to plough. He leaves 
field-labour to the women, while he dresses himself up magnifi- 
cently, and struts about the public places of his village gossiping 
with his fellow-men. 

This disinclination to manual labour on the part of the inha- 
bitants will for long remain a drawback to successful agricul- 
ture, but it may wear out along with the more fatal of the 
institutions. And first and foremost, and most fatal, among them 
is the land-tax. This ruinous and oppressive source of revenue 
extends its baleful influence over all the countries of the East, 
but nowhere has it proved so oppressive as it has in Greece 
during the late corrupt administration. Under the Turks, this 
tax, though essentially paralyzing to anything like agricultural 
enterprise, was less ruinous to the cultivation than it has been of 
late ; and for this reason, that the Turks had a register of assess- 
able lands, and the cultivators were protected by the municipal 
authorities from the more flagrant abuses of the tax-collectors ; 
but when this municipal system was exchanged for King Otho’s 
bureaucratic centralization, this register was swept away, and the 
cultivators were left without redress at the mercy of the farmers 
of revenue. ‘These men used their power to suit their own interest 
or caprice, and, as will be seen from the following sketch of the 
system, these powers were not contemptible. 

The land in Greece is held chiefly by the Crown. At least 
two-thirds of the cultivated, and four-fifths of the uncu!tivated, 
soil belong to it. The tenants who hold of the Crown pay 15 
per cent. of the gross produce as rent for the usufruct of the land, 
and the land-tax, which varies from 3 to 10 per cent. in addition 
to the rent. Those who hold of proprietors pay the stipulated 
rent to the landlord, and the land-tax to the Government. The 
whole agricultural produce of the country is in the hands of 
farmers; and no cultivator can touch the produce of his land 
except by permission of the farmer, who exacts tithes of every- 
thing, grapes, olives, garden produce, silks, and green crops. 
Under these circumstances the farmer’s will is law; and the cul- 
tivator, who has no register or ‘ cadastre’ of the true value of his 
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land, or the rent he pays for it, to appeal to, has to submit to any 
iniquitous compromise suggested by the farmer. If he attempts 
to act independently, his crops are ruined. The farmer postpones 
his order for reaping until the crop has become useless, or he 
gives his order before they are ripe, and the cultivator has to 
bear the loss. And after his crops are reaped, he is more than 
ever in the farmer’s power. The farmer fixes the time of thresh- 
ing, and the mill to which (to use a Scotch term) the crops ‘are 
thirled” The cultivator must obey, and must convey his produce 
the best way he can for miles over that roadless country. To be 
sure the law steps in at this point, and, with a bitter touch of 
irony, puts it thus—‘ The farmer is not entitled to force the culti- 
vator to take his produce by a bad road if there be a better one.’ 
The grain, when threshed, is collected in heaps outside the public 
threshing-ground, and the cultivator has to wait the farmer’s 
pleasure until he separate the public from the private grain, when 
at last he is allowed to depart, after, it may be, months of waiting, 
and to retransport his grain to his home on mules and donkeys 
across the mountains at his own risk and to his own hurt. The 
consequences of this pernicious system are disastrous. It is 
against the interest of the cultivator to produce more than is 
absolutely required for his annual maintenance. There is no in- 
ducement even to the proprietor to expend capital on improve- 
ment, still less to the cultivator who only looks to his daily bread. 
Ploughing has not advanced since the days of Hesiod. The 
plough is the same time-honoured implement constructed with a 
single shaft or handle that existed in the time of Homer, and 
now, as then, is carried about on men’s shoulders from one patch 
of ground to another. The agricultural population decreases 
annually, capitalists will not invest their money in land, and no 
steps will be taken to encourage agriculture so long as this bar- 
barous expedient for raising the state revenue by numbing the 
energies of the people is kept in force. 

Besides these drawbacks to agriculture, there are physical 
peculiarities in the country which are formidable. The climate 
is not favourable to heavy crops. Owing to various causes,— 
among others, perhaps, the extension of cultivation throughout 
Europe, and (to come nearer home, to Greece itself) the exten- 
sion of the reckless habits of the Wallachian shepherds who sys- 
tematically destroy whole forests by fire, from mistaken notions 
of expediency,—the climate seems to be undergoing certain modi- 
fications. The hot sirocco wind blows more frequently than in 
former times, parching up the soil, and bringing with it some- 
thing of a desert climate. ain is less plentiful than it was of 
old, and what does fall in spring and winter rarely remains to do 
much good. It flows away directly to the sea by the beds of tor- 
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rents, down the abrupt cliffs and slopes, with a rapidity which 
greatly tends to ruin vegetation and increase the natural nudity 
of the mountains. Hence water has become very valuable, and 
rights of irrigation and water tenure have to be secured by title 
as binding as those by which land is secured. But with als 
these drawbacks, great improvement can be made both in the 
condition of agriculture and in the state of the population. Not 
one-half of the arable land is under cultivation, and even what 
is cultivated does not yield above five or seven bushels an acre, 
whereas an improved system of husbandry might produce a 
return of from four to five quarters. The same backwardness 
pervades the whole system of cultivation. There is as little 
knowledge or ingenuity displayed in the grinding as in the grow- 
ing of the corn. Windmills and water-mills are common enough 
in the Islands and in the Morea—in the latter country you meet 
a water-mill, more or Jess dilapidated, at every turn—but they 
are so inadequately constructed, that they are incapable of pro- 
ducing more than a couple of bushels of flour in a day. In 
the towns and villages, horse-mills, and hand-mills worked by 
women, are in general use, but their construction is even more 
antiquated than that of the water-mills. So in the manipulating 
of the grapes and the manufacture of wine the Greeks are far 
behind the age. It is true that the cultivation of the vine and 
the currants, for which the Morea is celebrated, is superior to 
that of the grain crops; and for the simple reason, that the owner 
keeps his vineyards and currant gardens in his own hand, and 
cultivates them by means of hired labourers, whereas the arable 
land is let out on the Metayer system. But after the grapes and 
currants come to maturity, and when they require more careful 
handling, then the ordinary Greek is at a loss to know what to 
do with them. He pays no attention to the quality of the grape, 
nor to the method of fermentation ; and the owners of productive 
vineyards are content to see the wine trodden out by half-naked 
men, and then so heavily adulterated with resin as to be unsale- 
able in any market, and undrinkable by any but themselves. 
Such being the state of the agricultural produce of the country, 
the condition of the population that is dependent on that species 
of industry cannot be very high, and the condition of that class 
which is dependent upon manufacture is not much higher. 
Except some gold and silver embroidery work chiefly carried on 
at Athens, some ironware at Tripolitza, some silk gauze at Cala- 
mata and Mistra, and some woollen fabrics at Lebadcea, there is no 
such thing as handicraft or manufacture in Greece. The tastes 
of the population do not run in the direction of raw material, and 
so long as they can import all they want they prefer to do so. 
The lower classes have much to learn and much to do before 
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they can be raised above their present low level in the circle of 
humanity. Great and searching reforms are wanted in their 
condition, which can only be produced by time ; and the healthiest 
symptom of a revivifying Greece will be an improvement in the 
well-being of these classes. When their social condition is ame- 
liorated, and when there are good prospects of security of life 
and property, and encouragement is offered to settlers, their num- 
bers will rapidly increase. Liberty, affluence, and comfort will 
attract the kindred populations that are now vegetating rather 
than living under Turkish rule. 


In conclusion, do the foregoing observations tend to show 
that Greece is worthy to occupy the high position which her 
people would arrogate for themselves? Is the ‘ great idea’ to 
be realized? Is a Byzantine to supplant the Ottoman Empire? 
The answer to this all-important question must be qualified. 
Greece is not yet worthy, but there are good grounds for hoping 
that in time she may become worthy. She has passed through 
a long ordeal of degradation; she has passed through a sharp 
and bitter season of suffering and war, and come out of it victori- 
ous; she has lain fallow, resting from her toil, for thirty years ; 
she has shown self-restraint and moderation during a trying 
period; and she has given evidence of an unanimous, decided, 
and unequivocal desire to prepare herself to receive the benefits 
of constitutional liberty, and to reap the fruits of industry and 
enterprise: therefore we have hopes of Greece. But, as we have 
shown, she has much to learn before she can be ripe even for the 
benefit of a constitutional system of government. The moderation 
which she has shown during the last few weeks must continue 
during the next few years. She must keep for ever before her 
eyes the remembrance of that state whose example she hopes to 
follow in the East. She must never forget the long years of 
training and political education which Piedmont passed through 
before she shone out full-blown into Italy. Constitutional liberty 
is not a thing that springs up ready made at the bidding of a 
nation, however desirous that nation may be of enjoying its 
blessings. Self-government requires many years of preparation, 
moral and material as well as political: it will not come by 
asking for it. Let Greece therefore wait her time. Let her 
show herself gradually emerging to the light, and standing out 
like the clear cut outline of her own mountains, a pattern of a 
moderate, cautious, self-restraining people. Let her prove her- 
self capable of governing herself, and then Europe will have con- 
fidence in her powers of governing others. Already she has im- 
planted confidence in this country, and has received in token a 
certain extension of her territory, and, if report speak true, our 
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moral aid in acquiring more. The annexation of the Ionian 
Islands is a great step in the right direction; and if the late mis- 
sion of our ambassador to Constantinople be successful, Thessaly, 
and perhaps Macedonia and Epirus, may be added also. Our 
influence has been well directed, and the cession of the Islands 
reflects the greatest credit on the good sense, the generosity, and 
the appreciation of national rights on the part of England; and 
it shows that the overtures on the part of Greece towards our 
reigning family are not likely to be sing Greece need not 
be discouraged even if she have years yet to wait before her ter- 
ritory be still more extended. The Turkish power must go, for 
its days are numbered, and sooner or later the Mussulman must 
disappear from Europe. Let Greece prepare herself to supply 
the place; and when politically she approximate to the condition 
of Piedmont under Count Cavour, and materially to that of 
Belgium under King Leopold, the European powers will pro- 
nounce her fit and worthy to succeed. But, in the meantime, 
let Europe leave her to herself. Russian intrigue and French 
and English mismanagement have already done too much evil : 
much of the misery of the last thirty years must in justice be laid 
at their doors. They failed conspicuously to perform the duties 
which, in their respective jealousies, they laid upon themselves. 
Let them learn to be more generous now. Let them forswear 
all management and all intrigue, and from henceforth leave 
Greece to work out her own salvation. 
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Art. VI.—Novels and Novelists of the Day. 


THE ghost of Dr Johnson, remitted for an hour to the periodical 
table of one of our reading-rooms, and engaged with the Athe- 
neum or the Saturday Review, would find much to astonish, and 
much to ponder over. He would find that since he dominated 
in the world of letters, vast changes had taken place,—that 
new ideas were shaking mankind, and that unknown names 
were regarded with reverence. And if the august shade hap- 
pened to cast a casual glance over the literary advertisements of 
the journals we have mentioned, reflections would be awakened, 
which, if chronicled by the ghost of a Boswell, might prove of 
practical service. If such a revisiting, and such an employment, 
were possible, nothing, perhaps, would surprise the Doctor so 
much as how eagerly, at this present era of English history, 
novels are written, and how extensively—he, with his practical 
shrewdness, would assume—novels are read. He would re- 
member that, in his own day, he could count the good novels 
existing in English literature on his fingers; now, he would 
discover that good English novels are to be numbered by the 
hundred, and the bad or indifferent ones by the thousand. To 
his natural disgust, he would find that Rasselas had fallen into 
the lot of weeds and outworn faces; that the Vicar of Wake- 
field was sometimes spoken of, and seldom read ; and that the 
eye” of his vivacious little friend, Miss Burney, which he 
1ad_ himself perused in MS., and adorned by a massive didactic 
touch here and there, were almost forgotten. He would retire 
from the modern reading-room with the conviction that some 
hundred or two English men and women spend their days and 
nights writing stories, and that the rest of the nation spend 
their days and nights reading them. Unable, during his brief 
stay of one hour, to make himself acquainted with the serious 
work undertaken and accomplished since his time, and with only 
the advertisements of the current number of the Atheneum to 
speculate upon, he would consider that his countrymen had 
deteriorated—that they had become almost Frenchmen in their 
levity ; and on his return, he would express his dissatisfaction in 
majestically balanced sentences, which the ghost of Boswell— 
now, as of yore, henchman and amanuensis—would eagerly 
listen to, and inscribe upon his ghostly tablets. 

In the circumstances stated, we have ventured to suppose 
the spirit of Dr Johnson not a little dismayed at the amount 
of novel writing and novel reading going on amongst us, and 
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that the construction he would place on the phenomenon 
would not, perhaps, be quite flattering. Whatever construc- 
tion may be placed upon it, the phenomenon exists, and is not 
without significance. It is estimated that two novels, or six 
volumes, every week, are produced in England ; consequently, 
only the reader possessed of excellent digestion, of ample means, 
and entire leisure, can hope to keep pace with the press. If 
he has a week’s illness, if he undertakes a journey, he is thrown 
out, and can never be in at the death. It is curious to 
reflect that, at this present moment, the manufacture is going 
on. A hundred deft pens are even now careering over 
foolscap sheets, pursuing the fortunes of imaginary personages. 
Murders are now committed, tender farewells are spoken, fathers 
are getting reconciled to prodigal sons—with all of which the 
world will be acquainted anon, reading with wet eyes. Of 
course, the greater proportion of contemporary novels are worth- 
less, or nearly so; but as a set-off, we have more eminent 
names in this special literary walk than in any other. We 
have one eminent poet, and we have a dozen eminent novelists. 
Strike off the poor and indifferent novels, and there still remain 
a certain number of books of this class, written by men and 
women at present alive, or but recently deceased, exhibiting 
greater literary skill, wit, humour, imagination, observation 
of character,—more general intellectual resource, in fact, than 
we shall find in any other department of contemporary literature. 
During the last ten or twelve years a larger amount of good 
English brain has expended itself in fiction than in philosophy, 
history, poetry, or biography. The novel has of late been 
the favourite vehicle of English genius. It is the favourite 
literary form in the reign of Victoria, just as the drama was 
the favourite form in the reign of Elizabeth, and the essay and 
the didactic poem in the reign of Anne. Out of the mass of 
books written in our time, posterity will concern itself with the 
works of one poet, of perhaps three essayists, and of at least— 
not to stretch the point too far—half a dozen novelists. And 
it is just possible that the novelists will be the most highly valued 
of all. 

It is curious to trace the stream of tendency in literature. 
We know that the novel, as a form of literary expression, is at 
present more popular than the poem; and it is interesting to 
discover how this has come about. Literary fashion, like every 
other kind of fashion, even of the most trivial kind,—the flowers 
in a lady’s bonnet, the setting forth of a dinner-table, the ethics 
of morning calls, and the other received usages of society,—is 
not accidental. Every fashion is based upon a sense of propriety ; 
and this propriety is the result of many things, most of which 
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may be traced pretty far back. That the novel is popular at 

resent, we know; that there is a sufficient reason for this popu- 
larity, we also know; and this sufficient reason is not very diffi- 
cult to discover. First, then, it may be premised that our most 
esteemed novels concern themselves with delineations of modern 
life, and that modern life, in virtue of our immersion in it, and 
the complexity of its relations, can be represented more fully and 
satisfactorily by prose than through the higher medium of verse. 
Artificially knit together as men at present are, bound up in 
a whole network of intricate relationships, subdued into a certain 
uniformity by public opinion, and with a narrower field pro- 
vided in which individual character can display itself than when 
the world was less thickly peopled, and the laws of society— 
which are, in truth, its necessities—were less stringent, certain 
problems, born of our social condition, and of more or less 
importance, though all interesting, in so far at least as they bear 
directly upon ourselves, are continually confronting us; and 
these problems cannot, from the very nature of them, be discussed 
or set forth in verse. For the dramatic representation of such 
problems and intricate relations, prose is imperatively required, 
and of such matter the most popular of our modern novels are 
to a large extent composed. The novel is the mirror in which 
society looks, in order that she may become acquainted with her 
own countenance. The provinces of prose and verse may be 
very strictly defined. Verse can deal with the tent of Achilles, 
prose with the modern drawing-room or dinner-table. When 
men and women fell in love as they did in the old ballads, verse 
could not, with all its resources, over-do the delights or agonies 
of the passion. When people fall in love as they do at this 
age of the world, when the passion is clogged and embarrassed 
by marriage settlements, when the lawyer has as much to do with 
the union of lovers as Cupid, we see at once that the time for the 
epithalamium is gone, and that verse cannot assist at the bridal. 
It goes hard with verse in a world where it is seriously questioned 
whether lovers can marry on less than an annual income of 
L.300. In one of our recent novels, the tragedy of love lies in the 
gentleman’s fear that, if he marries, he will bereave himself of 
material comforts, and of the good opinion of certain of his 
fellows; that he will be ‘cut ;’ that his name will be omitted in 
dinner invitations; that, in fact, the domestic hearth will be 
colder than the club fire before which he is at the moment 
basking. It is admitted that the situation is not without tragic 
possibilities; but then, such tragic possibilities do not require 
verse to set them forth. The range of verse is narrower if higher 
than the range of prose. Verse deals with the mountain peaks 
of passion, so to speak,—prose with the lower slopes and the 
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level plain, on which stand towns and cities, and to which the 
experience of the majority of mankind is confined. Men are 
moved deepest by that which touches them most closely ; and the 
novel, in so far as it concerns itself with modern social relation- 
ships with which readers are inevitably brought in contact, and 
with the more or less passionate or sorrowful complications 
arising out of them, is naturally more popular than the poem, 
which, by an innate necessity, must deal with the simpler 
and intenser emotions, and with these stripped of prosaic 
modern circumstances with which all are familiar—emotions 
so set forth which are not matter of common experience, and 
which cannot, in the nature of things, evoke the same amount of 
interest. 

Another reason for the popularity of the modern novel may 
be found in the advance of prose during the last century as 
a medium of expression,—‘ that other harmony of prose,’ as 
Dryden called it, with a far-reaching gleam into its capabilities. 
We do not write verse so supremely now as Shakespeare and his 
companions did, but as a whole we write prose better. 


‘What wants he that a king should have ’? 


cried James, as he gazed with pitiless admiration on the huge limbs 
and bold bearing of the outlaw of Ettrick. ‘ What wants prose 
that verse should possess ?’ the reader may exclaim, as he closes 
one or other of our English masterpieces. If it be admitted that 
verse is the nobler vehicle of expression, it will not be denied that 
prose is the more generally useful, and the best suited for ordinary 
purposes. Verse is a service of gold plate, which is only brought 
forth on princely festivals, and high solemnities and anni- 
versaries ; prose, the service in everyday use, and if the viands 
are properly cooked—and that, after all, is the chief matter in 
a feast—they taste as sweetly in the ordinary service as they do 
in the golden one. And, after all, it may be questioned whether 
verse is a higher vehicle of expression than prose, when prose 
is at its best. Have we not seen prose as ductile, and as easily 
turned and twisted by quip and phantasy? Have we not seen 
it, chamelion-like, coloured by the food it feeds on? Have we 
not heard its voice, and been unable, even when sitting amid 
the flutes of Arcady, to remember a sweeter note? Miltonic 
music lingers in the sentences of De Quincey. There are inspired 
passages in Ruskin that will hold their own with anything in 
poetry. Professor Wilson and Kingsley have written descrip- 
tions of natural scenery which are equal to anything of the 
same kind existing in verse; while Garlyle’s style is unique 
and unapproachable ; everything by turns,—solemn, grotesque, 
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humorous,—capable of dealing with the highest and the lowest, 
free at once of earth and air. Verse cannot without detriment 
descend beneath a certain level; and there are elements with 
which it is not endued. It can put a girdle round the earth 
in forty minutes, like Ariel; but it cannot carry logs, like 
Ferdinand. The sea-bird is beautiful wheeling in the air,— 
charming when it sinks to rest, breast-deep in the billow; but 
on the ground its movement is a waddle, all grace is gone. Prose 
is more Protean than verse, and can make itself at home any- 
where—in the rare passionate and imaginative regions, in the 
severities of logical statement, in the even flow of narrative. 
It can do all that verse can, and it has no pride: it can con- 
cern itself with trifles; it can paint Dutch pictures; it can 
analyse proverbs. And it is curious, too, that the wider in- 
tellectual region over which prose dominates, almost inevitably 
attracts to itself, sooner or Jater, writers whose minds are of the 
purest poetic type. Men who begin with poetry, feel, as time 
passes on, and experience widens, a strange propulsion to 
prose, or to the drama. They weary of abstractions, of the 
beautiful masks and shadows of things, and long to feel the 
earth beneath their feet, and to assure themselves by human 
fellowship. Verse takes the cream off their thoughts, so to 
speak ; but much remains behind, on which the shaping instinct 
within cannot help exercising itself, and which seeks a prose 
outlet. Thus we observe that, for the most part, the great 
writers who made brilliant the close of the last and the beginning 
of the present century, either forsook the passionate and emo- 
tional element, in which in early life they delighted, for closer 
relationship with men in the drama, or wrote poems in which 
the satirical and prosaic side of things predominated over the 
purely emotional, or relinquished verse altogether, and became 
prose novelists, prose essayists, or prose humorists. The author 
of Marmion became the author of Waverley. Shelley sought 
refuge from lyrical pain in The Cenct and Hellas. Coleridge 
forsook verse altogether. Byron, in his closing years, was a 
poet only in form: the last cantos of Don Juan are, to all 
intents and purposes, a brilliant satirical novel, in which poetry 
adds a sheen to the wit, and a sharper edge to the epigram. 
Had he lived, there can be little doubt that he would have 
relinquished verse and betaken himself to prose fiction, in which 
lte would have brought much of Fielding’s good sense, solidity, 
and heartiness, all Thackeray’s gift of melancholy scorn, and a 
width of imaginative range and power of tenderness unknown to 
either. The fact, then, that prose, as a vehicle of literary expres- 
sion, has, during the last century, immensely developed ; that it 
can deal gracefully and effectively with prosaic subject-matter ; 
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that it can chronicle small beer and the tattle of village clowns ; 
that it can paint moor, and fen, and woodland; that it can take on 
the edge of epigram ; that it can turn upon itself in self-analysis ; 
and that, when required, it can rise into the passionate regions, 
of which, hitherto, verse has been the great inhabitant and ex- 

onent, is one reason, and perhaps the chief one, why the novel 
len surpassed the poem in popular estimation. The novel can 
give us all that we were wont to expect from the poem, and as 
it can more effectively combine heterogeneous elements, farce 
and tragedy, satire and moral reflection, the high mood and the 
mean, the one grand passion and the hundred sordid ones, it is 
better fitted than the poem to reflect the many-coloured world 
in which we live, and in which each plays his part. The 
novelist can stretch a wider canvas than the poet, and on his 
palette he has a greater variety of pigments wherewith to pro- 
duce his picture in its lights and glooms; and it is his own 
fault if the tone of his colours be not as pure, if his scarlets are 
not as brilliant, and his umbers as sombre, as the poet’s. As a 
work of art, the novel may be—nay, sometimes is—as perfect as 
the poem. The Newcomes, for instance, is a classic as truly as 
the Essay on Man; with the difference, that it is infinitely more 
entertaining, and is certain to find now, and hereafter, a greater 
number of readers. 

One other reason for the amount of novel writing at the pre- 
sent day, is the exceedingly obvious one, that a taste for that 
species of literature exists. We have in possession a large num- 
ber of novels, distinguished by a variety of intellectual excellence. 
They are interesting as stories; but they are much more than 
interesting stories. They deal with love and the perturbations 
of the passion, they describe scenery and the rising and setting 
of suns, and so infringe on the domains of poetry; they seize on 
some historical period and vivify it, filling it with light and colour, 
and the stir and bustle of life, and the adventures of characters 
in which we are cunningly interested, after a fashion delightful 
to the reader who has yawned over the pages of Dr Dryasdust ; 
and they contain, at certain portions of their progress, criticism, 
dissertation on social manners, moral homilies and reflections, 
and so occupy the place of the essayist and the didactic 
writer. Over all conditions of minds the novelist casts his 
spells, all kinds of people are caught in his net. And the taste 
for novels thus produced and established, acts in a variety of 
ways. Should a man have any pet theory to air, any moral 
panacea to vend; should he be an ‘ earnest’ soul afflicted with a 
mission ; or should he have a gift of narrative and a knack of 
dialogue, and be anxious to turn these gifts to the best pecuniary 
account, he immediately betakes himself to the writing of novels. 
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To the man, again, of poetic heart and instinct, on whom has 
weighed ‘the burden of the unintelligible world, and who has, 
by whatever thoughtful strife and effort, removed in part the 
burden, and in some degree solved the unintelligibility, the novel 
is the fairest existing field in which to exercise his artistic 
activity, and effect his spiritual release. And when we add to 
this literary impulse the fact, that there are some six or eight 
million persons in these islands who are novel readers, and who 
draw their chief spiritual sustenance from these compositions, we 
have at once explained the advertising phenomenon which, a page 
or two back, we fancied would dismay the sturdy ghost of Dr 
Johnson, should it transport itself for an hour from Hades and 
the disputations of the dead to one of our reading-rooms, and 
trifle with the current number of the Atheneum or the Saturday 
Review. The circulating libraries cry, Give! give! The univer- 
sal British press proceeds at the rate of two or three volumes 
per week; and Mr Mudie stands between the British press 
and the eager librarians as a sort of middleman, much to the 
satisfaction of the libraries, and, as is believed, not in the least 
to his own pecuniary loss. 

The novel is more potent than the poem at present; and we 
have in a cursory manner indicated certain reasons which show 
the phenomenon to be a perfectly normal one, and over which, 
it were idle to lament. It may, however, be said, that not 
till the stupendous success of Scott did the novel become the 
favourite field of British literary activity. The story-telling 
and dramatic faculty lying latent in the British mind, he pointed 
to brighter worlds and led the way ; and the example was followed 
even before the great magician was laid to sleep in Dryburgh, 
in the heart of the land which he had made enchanted. Galt 
and Lockhart devoted themselves to the delineation of Scottish 
character, and the representation of Scottish manners. They 
worked, for the most part, in the curiously mingled vein of seri- 
ousness and humour which Scott laid bare in the Antiguary. 
Mr G. P. R. James employed himself in a species of historical 
fiction, the suggestion of which he found in Kenilworth and 
Ivanhoe, and burdened with his labours the libraries of the three 
kingdoms. Bulwer began his career as a novelist with a know- 
ledge of society, a cynicism, an icy glitter of wit and epigram, 
remarkable in a man so young ; and since Pelham, he has played 
many parts—made crime romantic in Paul Clifford and Eugene 
Aram—made antique ages live again in The Last Days of 
Pompeti and Rienzi—revived the strifes of English kings and 
nobles in the Last of the Barons—prattled of tea and toast and 
the refined domesticities in the Caatons—and given the world a 
galvanic shock in the Strange Story. D'Israeli, in his ‘ wondrous 
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tales,’ ‘psychological romances,’ and modern novels, has given 
us a singular mixture of orientalism and _politics—mingling 
Jerusalem and St Stephens. Then all the world roared over 
Pickwick, and followed Little Nell to her grave. And ina short 
time, the humour and pathos of The Shabby Genteel Story and the 
Hoggarty Diamond drew attention ; and when these were followed 
by Vanity Fair, the English public knew that a master in fiction 
had arisen in the person of Thackeray. For many years past 
they have listened to the voice of one crying in Pall Mall and 
Belgravia, ‘ Vanitas Vanitatum !’ 

Dickens and Thackeray are at present the lords of the novel ; 
and as partisans of one or other, the world of novel readers are 
pretty equally divided. Critics are perpetually comparing the 
one with the other ; and we are sorry to observe that these gentle- 
men, with something like ingratitude, are inclined to speak dis- 
paragingly of Dickens, and to sigh amid his autumnal leaves for 
the freshness and fulness of his spring. In the possession of two 
such men, to measure the one against the other is somewhat 
ungenerous. When similar comparisons were instituted in 
Germany between Schiller and Goethe, the latter was wont to 
say, ‘The fools! they ought to be thankful they have two such 
men to quarrel about.’ Preference in the matter of Dickens and 
Thackeray is the result of mental constitution, and cannot be 
affected by argument. Dickens has by far the more exuberant 
genius, the richer plenitude of gifts; his faults are the faults of 
excess. He is a pomegranate which has burst with its ripeness. 
He overlays his work from sheer wealth of resource. Humour, 
whim, and animal spirits carry him captive at times. He has the 
keenest eye for oddity that ever perhaps looked out on this odd 
world. ‘lo him the street pump has a rakish aspect, and he reads 
a man’s character in the way he wears his hat. There is a cer- 
tain fitfulness and levity in his mind which is its chief fault, and 
which lies at the bottom of all the defects which have been laid 
to his charge. But the prime test of a writer is the depth to 
which he has affected his time; and the application of this test 
Dickens need not fear. His wit and humour have coloured the 
language of the streets; people unconsciously quote him in draw- 
ing-rooms ; and from him are gathered half the telling points in 
the ‘leaders’ of our morning newspapers. Then, if we think for a 
moment, no other English writer—with the exception of Shake- 
speare and Scott—has peopled the popular imagination with such 
a medley of characters, with whom we have become quite familiar, 
and of whom we constantly catch ourselves talking, as if they 
were personal acquaintances. And then these characters are 
80 queer, so unique, so perfectly original, so unlike the other 
persons we meet in nel and, still more, we always think of 
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them with a certain pleasantness ; we greet them with a smile, 
a hearty good morning, a kind motion of the hand, as it 
were. 

Thackeray’s good points, on the other hand, are quite dis- 
similar from those of his rival. Less efflorescent as a genius, he 
is greater as an artist. He commands his powers, his powers 
do not command him. His mind is altogether of a quieter, 
manilier, firmer texture. There is nothing lyrical or impetuous 
about his writing. Above all things, he is reticent; and he is 
credited for what he keeps to himself as well as for what he gives. 
He speaks when he says nothing. His stories are unromantic 
in point of characters and incidents ; the movement is far from 
rapid ; and, in his later works more especially, he turns continu- 
ally on his reader and lectures him on the spot. A very con- 
siderable volume of moral essays could be culled from Thackeray’s 
novels. His style, for directness, high-bred ease, continual flexi- 
bility and grace, and adaptation to the matter in hand, is perhaps 
the most perfect of any contemporary writer. One of the most 
unsentimental, he is one of the tenderest of writers, when his 
mood deepens. After its truth and rarity, the most curious 
thing about his pathos is its unexpectedness. It is always sudden, 
short, surprising. The moving stroke, the sentence sighing of 
graves and a far-off happy time, the touch which is like the touch 
of a spirit’s finger, comes out from the midst of commonplaces, 
or from characteristic cynicism tinged with pleasantry; and 
if the tears are on the cheek of the reader, they are there before 
he is aware. His leisurely style of writing conduces to finish ; 
and if he has not Dickens variety of character, what he has 
is more sharply defined, and stands out in bolder relief. We 
are not so intimate with the cut of their garments, their 
modes of progression along the street; but we are more intimate 
with their hearts. Thackeray’s great characters, are worth 
more than Dickens’ great characters; and, indeed, one or 
two of them, Warrington and Colonel Newcome, take their 
place along with Uncle Toby and Parson Adams as per- 
manent glories of English fiction. These do not amuse from 
eccentricity of attire or odd forms of expression, or from pecu- 
liarities of gait or feature; but they become friends whom we 
esteem, whom we love, for their goodness of heart, for their 
manly purity, for their contempt of all lying and baseness. 
Young people are the chief novel readers now-a-days; and than 
these high, simple, heroic gentlemen,—with the soul of an ancient 
knight beating beneath the modern garb,—no young man can 
find better companions in all the range of fiction. They can at 
once stimulate, advise, and rebuke. 

Since Dickens and Thackeray attained eminent literary posi- 
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tion, the novel has broken out in many directions, with various 
degrees of excellence ; and it may be noticed, as instance of the 
firm hold this form of composition has on the productive talent 
of the country, that many of them aspire to be more than stories ; 
that they are often disguised pamphlets and sermons ; that they 
are not unfrequently coloured by one or other of the ideas pre- 
valent at the time of writing; and that, not only by implication, 
but by direct advocacy, they strive to advance the special notions 
on religion, social order, and government, the relation of employer 
and employed, which may be held by the author. Since the 
period alluded to, Mrs Gaskell has made the manufacturing 
towns of Yorkshire and Lancashire the haunt and main region 
of her song, and laid her finger on certain anomalies which seem 
to her to exist there and to call for redress. Kingsley, in his 
worst novel—so far as art is concerned—has dealt with competi- 
tion and the religious condition of the masses; and in his best— 
speaking again from the art point of view—with the hearty, 
pious, brave times of Elizabetl—an historical period of which 
he and his friends never weary expressing admiration. During 
the period, too—although in it little direct ethical purpose is dis- 
cernible—arose the most beautiful, most pitiful outburst of the 
Bronté Sisters, which made so bright for all of us the purple 
Yorkshire moors, and mill and hamlet in the Yorkshire valley 
by the gurgling beck. The tender fiery hearts so suddenly 
known, it was fated death should as suddenly make quiet; and 
now there is one other sad chapter in literary history, one other 
fame hanging over graves. The most recent development has 
been the novel of school life in Zom Brown,—a development which 
has already attained its best, and which, if carried forward, will 
inevitably attenuate in interest and value. 

And this hurried glance at the most valuable novels of the last 
twelve or fifteen years, brings us down to those more recent 
works with which we have more particularly to concern ourselves. 

George Eliot has achieved the greatest literary success of re- 
cent years. Buta little while ago this writer was unknown; now 
she stands in the first rank of living novelists. The Sketches of 
Clerical Life, with which she first broke ground in fiction, were, 
in their way, excellent ; but they did not suggest the plenitude of 
power which has been exhibited since in Adam Bede and The 
Mill on the Floss. This lady—and there is enough in the books 
to convince that the writer is a lady, even although one had not 
been assisted to that conclusion by rumour—combines in remark- 
able harmony the most diverse intellectual qualities of her sex. 
Her eye takes as keen note of things—the trifles of dress, furni- 
ture, and demeanour, which men miss—as ever did Miss Austen’s; 
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while her humour is deeper, broader, more complex; really a 
wonderful gift, drawing its sustenance from the deepest sources, 
and with something of Shakespeare’s unfathomableness in it. 
There is a world of meaning in her quiet smile. On the other 
hand, if she has less than Charlotte Bronte of lyrical impulse and 
impetuosity,—fewer of those unexpected, passionate, intense sen- 
tences, which light up an object, as the sunbeam the rock or the 
oak-boll, or the ruined turret on which it smites,—sentences 
which readers of Jane Eyre and Villette know so well,—she has 
quite as much passion, only it exists in equally diffused heat 
rather than in sparkles of flame. The most striking characteristic 
of George Eliot as an artist is moderation, and the apparent ease 
with which results are accomplished. The tone of her writing is 
always subdued. She says her most striking things in the quietest 
way. She is never rhetorical or declamatory. She brings out 
her characters by a multiplicity of delicate touches, and these are 
laid on as if by a pencil of camel hair. She avoids glaring and 
positive colours ; and when she paints an English landscape, it is 
done by pearly grays, and unobtrusive misty tints. It would be 
perhaps too much to aver that there is a trace of morbidity in 
her books ; certainly she has, like Hawthorne, a liking for psycho- 
logical problems, and is fascinated by the obscure twilighted 
region in which motives have their roots. Spiritual ecstasy, rude 
minds in which the present world is overshadowed by the next, 
men and women of humble rank and of not much acquired know- 
ledge, in whom the overweight of the religious element has de- 
stroyed normal balance and equipoise, have in more than one of 
her works been favourite subjects of delineation. For her, trance 
and catalepsy have attractions. She delights to look out on the 
world through the eyes of Primitive Methodists, not so much from 
sympathy with the special notions of that sect, as from the attrac- 
tion found in the strangeness of the outlook. Whether in this 
there is morbid feeling, we shall not inquire : it is sufficient to say 
that her studies of that class of character are profound and in- 
teresting, untainted by sneer and scorn ; that, playing on those 
strange human instruments, her fingers never yet bewildered 
amid the intricacy of the strings. In addition, this writer pos- 
sesses a notable power of reflection. She is a thinker as well as 
a story-teller, and could write moral essays and inquiries into the 
nature of this thing or the other quite as well as she can write 
novels. Her tales do not press straight on, confining them- 
selves strictly to the dramatic or humorous matter in hand; on 
the contrary, the writing, in a curious mood of self-analysis, is 
frequently turning on itself, is retrospective, abounding in com- 
mentary. And these more serious, reflective passages, expressed 
in the purest, most graceful English, are, whatever fate they 

















“ 


= "es F 











6 Silas Marner,’ 


may receive at the hands of youthful readers, the passages to 
which their elders are most certain to recur. 

Silas Marner may never attain the popularity of Adam Bede 
or the Adill on the Floss, but as a work of art we regard it as 
superior to either. The machinery is simple, the entire interest 
centring in Silas and the young squire Godfrey Cass, and Eppie, 
the daughter of Cass,—unrecognised, and indeed unknown by 
him to be so until the close—who tragically connects them. Silas 
himself is one of those psychological studies of which the writer 
is so fond. He is afflicted with catalepsy; he had had strange 
spiritual experiences in the chapel in Lantern Yard, situated in 
one of the large manufacturing towns of Lancashire or York- 
shire. When suspicion of crime had fallen upon him, he was 
deeply wronged by his intimate friend, who robbed him of good 
name and sweetheart ; and when he was solemnly cut off from 
church membership, he, in hopeless, broken-hearted mood, dis- 
believing almost that the world was divinely governed, turned his 
steps to Raveloe, and in a solitary house set up his loom there. 

‘It was fifteen years since Silas Marner had first come to Raveloe. 
He was then simply a pallid young man, with prominent, short- 
sighted brown eyes, whose appearance would have had nothing 
strange for people of average culture and experience ; but for the 
villagers, near whom he had come to settle, it had mysterious pecu- 
liarities, which corresponded with the exceptional nature of his em- 
ployment, and his advent from an unknown region called “ North- 
’ard.” So had his way of life :—he invited no comer to step across 
his door sill, and he never strolled into the village to drink a pint at 
the Rainbow, or to gossip at the wheelwright’s: he sought no man 
or woman, save for the purposes of his calling, or in order to supply 
himself with necessaries ; and it was soon clear to the Raveloe lasses 
that he would never urge one of them to accept him against her will 
—quite as if he had heard them declare that they would never marry 
a dead man come to life again.’ 


And so in this solitary, ungenial fashion, Silas lives a weaver, 
and makes a little sum of money, which he loves to draw from 
its hiding-place and look at, till in an evil hour he is robbed, 
and for the second time the world is wrecked around him. 

Godfrey Cass is a somewhat unspiritual young squire, of a 
tolerable figure and face; but on him too, as well as on Silas, 
the world is pressing hard. Te has contracted a secret marriage 
with a woman of low origin and habits, who has born him a 
child; and, although the marriage is unknown to his family, 
the shame and disgrace of it is eating continually into his heart. 
He has been attracted by the pink cheeks and clear eyes of 
Nancy Lammeter; and her would he gladly marry, were it not 
that by his own act he had made such a hope impossible. He 
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is also in pecuniary difficulties, and in dread that his horrid 
secret will break out and ruin everything. He is sketched for 
us after an angry altercation with Dunstan, his younger brother. 


‘ Godfrey stood still, with his back to the fire, uneasily moving his 
fingers among the contents of his side pockets, and looking at the 
floor. That big muscular frame of his held plenty of animal courage, 
but helped him to no decision when the dangers to be braved were 
such as could neither be knocked down nor throttled. His irresolu- 
tion and moral cowardice were exaggerated by a position in which 
dreaded consequences seemed to press equally on all sides; and his 
irritation had no sooner provoked him to defy Dunstan and anticipate 
all possible betrayals, than the miseries he must bring on himself by 
such a step seemed more unendurable than the present evil. The 
results of confession were not contingent, they were certain ; whereas 
betrayal was not certain. From the near vision of that certainty he 
fell back on suspense and vacillation with a sense of repose. The 
disinherited son of a small squire, equally disinclined to dig and to 
beg, was almost as helpless as an uprooted tree which, by the favour 
of earth and sky, has grown to a handsome bulk on the spot where it 
first shot upward. Perhaps it would have been possible to think of 
digging with some cheerfulness if Nancy Lammeter were to be won 
on those terms ; but since he must irrevocably lose her as well as the 
inheritance, and break every tie but the one that degraded him and 
left him without motive for trying to recover his better self, he could 
imagine no future for himself on the other side of confession but that 
of ‘listing for a soldier,’ the most desperate step, short of suicide, in 
the eyes of respectable families. No! he would rather trust to casu- 
alties than to his own resolve—rather go on sitting at the feast and 
sipping the wine he loved, though with the sword hanging over him 
and terror in his heart—than rush away into the cold darkness where 
there was no pleasure left.’ 


The well-meaning, easy-tempered, pleasure-loving man, like 
Godfrey, who immeshes and complicates himself chiefly through 
that same ease of temper and love of pleasure, and who is then 
unable to help himself, who drifts aimlessly towards the crisis in 
which he involves not only himself but others, must by this time 
be familiar to the readers of George Eliot’s novels. They will 
remember Arthur in Adam Bede, and the deplorable issues of 
his love of ease, and the wilful shutting of his eyes to ugly 
futures. And it is quite clear that, although the authoress sees 
through this peculiar temperament, and has a perfect knowledge 
of its weaknesses and temptations, it is by her contemned and 
despised with somewhat peculiar intensity. Her characters of 
this class she sets in an atmosphere of scornful commentary ; 
with ruthless scalpel she Jays bare their amiable selfishness. Her 
ideal man must be brave, far-seeing, strong-hearted— 


‘Nor lose the wrestling thews that throw the world.’ 
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And the present book, as we shall see, preaches the sternest 
moral ; for wrong, even when only wrought through sloth and 
love of ease, is made its own avenger. 

There is to be a ball given at Raveloe that winter. Nancy 
Lammeter is to be there; and for one night at least Godfrey 
will delight himself in her beauty. His gin-drinking wife, 
eager to be revenged for neglect, purposes also to be there with 
her child. On her way, and when close to the dwelling of Silas 
Marner, she sinks in the snow and perishes, while the child 
creeps into his dwelling, and becomes to him far more than his lost 
gold ever was, or could be. Godfrey, his way being now clear, 
finally marries Nancy—keeping, meanwhile, everything con- 
nected with hisformer wife a secret,—and, on the death of the elder 
Cass, settles down in the great house, and inherits traditionary 
respect. No child blesses their union; and events turn out so, 
that Nancy is informed by her husband of his former marriage, 
that his daughter is living with Silas Marner, and so the twain 
visit the strange weaver, in the hope of inducing Eppie to live 
with them, and to take upon herself all a daughter's rights. 


‘« Eppie, my dear,” said Godfrey, looking at his daughter, not with- 
out some embarrassment, under the sense that she was old enough to 
judge him, “ it'll always be our wish, that you should show your love 
and gratitude to one who’s been a father to you so many years, and 
we shall want to help you to make him comfortable in every way. 
But we hope you'll come to love us as well; and though I haven’t 
been what a father should have been to you all these years, I wish to 
do the utmost in my power for you for the rest of my life, and pro- 
vide for you as my only child. And you'll have the best of 
mothers in my wife—that’ll be a blessing you haven’t known since 
you were old enough to know it.” 

‘“ My dear, you'll be a treasure to me,” said Nancy, in her gentle 
voice; ** we shall want for nothing when we have our daughter.” 

‘Eppie did not come forward and curtsy, as she had done before. 
She held Silas’ hand in hers, and grasped it firmly—it was a weaver’s 
hand, with a palm and finger-tips that were sensitive to such pres- 
sure—while she spoke with colder decision than before. 

‘«“ Thank you, ma’am, thank you, sir, for your offers ; they’re very 
great, and far above my wish. For I should have no delight i’ life 
any more, if I was forced to go away from my father, and knew he 
was sitting at home a thinking of me and feeling lone. We've been 
used to be happy together every day, and I can’t think o’ no happi- 
ness without him. And he says he’d nobody i’ the world till I was 
sent to him, and he’d have nothing when I am gone. And he’s took 
care of me, and loved me from the first ; and I'll cleave to him as long 
as he lives, and nobody shall ever come between him and me.” 

‘+ But you must make sure, Eppie,” said Silas, in a low voice, “ you 
must make sure, as you won’t ever be sorry, because you’ve made 
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your choice to stay among poor folks, and with poor clothes and 
things, when you might ha’ had everything o’ the best.” 

‘His sensitiveness on this point had increased, as he listened to 
Eppie’s words of faithful affection. 

‘“Tcan never be sorry, father,” said Eppie; “ I shouldn’t know what 
to think on or to wish for with fine things about me, as I haven’t 
been used to. And it would be poor work for me to put on things, 
and ride in a gig, and sit in a place at church, as ud make them 
as I’m fond of think me unfitting company for ’em. What could I 
care for then?” 

‘Nancy looked at Godfrey with a painful, questioning glance. But 
his eyes were fixed on the floor, where he was moving the end of his 
stick as if he were pondering on something absently. She thought 
there was a word which might perhaps come better from her lips 
than from his. 

*« What you say is natural, my dear child ; it’s natural you should 
cling to those who’ve brought you up,” she said, mildly ; “ but there’s 
a duty you owe to your lawful father. There is, perhaps, something 
to be given up on more sides than one. When your father opens his 
home to you, I think it’s right you shouldn’t turn your back on it.” 

*“T can’t feel as I’ve got any father but one,” said Eppie, impetu- 
ously, while the tears gathered. “I’ve always thought of a little house, 
where he’d sit i’ the corner, and I should fend and do everything for 
him: I can’t think o’ no other home. I wasn’t brought up to be a 
lady, and I can’t turn my mind to it. I like the working folks, and 
their houses and their ways. And,” she added, passionately, while 
the tears fell, “ I’m promised to marry a working man as’ll live with 
father, and help me to take care of him.” 

‘Godfrey looked up at Nancy with a flushed face and a smarting 
dilation of the eyes. This frustration of a purpose, towards which 
he had set out under the exalted consciousness that he was about to 
compensate, in some degree, for the greatest demerit of his life, made 
him feel the air of the room stifling. 

‘“ Let us go,” he said, in anunder tone. “ We won't talk of this 
any longer now,” said Nancy, rising. We’re your well-wishers, my 
dear; and yours too, Marner. We shall come and see you again. It’s 
getting late now.” 

‘In this way, she covered her husband’s abrupt departure; for 
Godfrey had gone straight to the door, unable to say more.’ 


With the exception of a single incident, this is the close of the 
story; and in Eppie’s determination in the dialogue we have 
quoted, lies the grim moral. The evil done by Godfrey in his 
hot youth, and ‘allowed by him for so many years to lie ne- 
glected, cannot be rectified, althongh he w ould almost lay down 
his life to purchase rectification. He committed the sin; he 
allowed it to remain unatoned for years. During that space, 
through the sweetness and clemency of nature, it liad branched 
out, in its own way, into blessing; but a blessing which is not 
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for him, which he cannot touch, however fondly he may wish it. 
From the branch Eppie may gather the pleasant fruits of love ; 
he can only gather the bitter fruits of disappointment. And for 
Silas, too, there is sadness. He had been wronged by his friend ; 
he had been falsely accused of crime; he had been cut off from 
church membership in Lantern Yard; and when, in his old age, 
accompanied by Eppie, he goes into the great town in which he 
had spent his youth, and where his great trouble came upon him, 
to have the falsehood of the robbery wiped away and his charac- 
ter redeemed, he finds the minister dead, the church gone, and a 
factory whirring with a thousand wheels on the site of Lantern 
Yard. All the people who remembered him have disappeared ; 
things must just remain as they are; and Eppie, holding the old 
man’s hand in the noisy street, gives him the only comfort pos- 
sible in the circumstances. ‘ You were hard done by that once, 
Mr Marner, and it seems as you'll never know the rights of it ; 
but that doesn’t hinder there being a rights, Master Marner, for 
all it’s dark to you and me.’ 
‘There’s something in the world amiss, 
Unriddled shall be righted by and by,’ 

may not be the most satisfactory conclusion of a story ; but it is 
nobler, truer, more suggestive than the commonplace happiness 
in which so many close. It looks towards infinity, and seeks re- 
dress from another tribunal than ours. 


Mr Wilkie Collins is a writer of quite a different stamp from 
George Eliot, and in his own way he has achieved eminent suc- 
cesses. The interest of his books is absorbing, the ingenuity of 
his plots marvellous; and to go to bed after the perusal of the 
Woman in White or No Name, is like going to bed after sup- 
ping on a pork-chop. Mr Collins can hide a secret better 
than any man, he is a master of mystery; but when once the 
secret is discovered, when once the mystery is unravelled, his 
books collapse at once, their interest perishes, they are flat as 
conundrums to which you have the answers. For to this writer 
plot and incident are all in all, character nothing. He has 
little spontaneity of humour, no reflection, no aphoristic wisdom, 
no poetry, but little painting of scenery, and, what there is, not 
of the highest kind. He relates his stories boldly and nakedly ; 
he pursues his plot with the directness and pertinacity of a 
detective or a bloodhound. From the beginning of the first 
chapter of his work, he keeps his eye steadily fixed on the last. 
So long as you have his book open, you are spell-bound ; when- 
ever you close it, you feel you have been existing in a world of 
impossible incidents, and holding converse with monstrosities. 
The touches that make the whole world kin, the humour which 
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is a perpetual delight, the pathos which makes sacred, are not in 
these books. Everything is tense, strained, and unnatural. The 
characters are preternaturally acute; they watch one another 
as keenly as duellists do when the seconds fall back and the 
rapiers cross. ‘Then every trifling incident is charged with an 
oppressive importance : if a tea-cup is broken, it has a meaning, it 
is a link in a chain; you are certain to hear of it afterwards. 
In a short time, however, you discover the writer’s trick. If a 
young lady goes into the garden for a moment before dinner, 
you know that some one is waiting for her behind the laurels. 
If two people talk together in a room in a hot summer day, and 
one raises the window a little, you know that a third is crouching 
on the gravel below, listening to every word, and who will be 
prepared to act upon it at the proper time. Everything in 
these books is feverish and excited; the reader is continually 
as if treading on bomb-shells, which may explode at any moment. 
The incidents follow each other rapidly, and they are generally 
of the most improbable description. Every chapter is a shock 
of astonishment ; but in a little while the feeling of astonishment 
perishes, the sense of wonder is dulled by the repeated calls made 
upon it, the marvellous becomes commonplace ; and if Mr Collins 
described a dead man walking out of his grave, the reader would 
peruse the startling sentences without a thrill—just as if such a 
proceeding was the most ordinary thing in the world. 

The Woman in White is amazingly clever and ingenious. It 
contains, of course, a mystery, and the solution is skilfully hidden 
away under folds on folds of incident. ‘The passion of curiosity 
is appealed to at the commencement, and so strongly is it roused 
that it carries one through to the close. The reader may 
dislike the book, despise the form of art of which it is an ex- 
ample, but, once started, he is certain to go on with it. The chief 
attraction gathers round Count Fosco; but this attraction is 
dissipated long before the story closes. The wily Count de- 
teriorates as you make his acquaintance; he is found to be the 
most impudent of knaves. No Name possesses a simpler and 
more intense interest than The Woman in White, but it is a 
horrible and unnatural interest ; the book enchains you, but you 
detest it while it enchains. The incidents at Aldborough, 
where Miss Magdalen, under the instructions of Captain Wragze, 
is striving to entrap Mr Noel Vanstone into marriage, and 
where Mrs Lecount is working to foil the conspirators, are 
cleverly told, but the repulsiveness of the matter disturbs the 
pleasure of the reader. Here, again, the actors are preterna- 
turally acute ; there is plot and counterplot, and the game of wits 
is played out as mercilessly as a duel. The reader is interested 
of course; but immediately on closing the book, he feels the un- 




















©‘ No Name.’ 185 
reality of the whole thing; he flings it off as he does the re- 
membrance of a nightmare. There never was a young lady 
like Magdalen, there never was a scoundrel like Wragge, a fool 
like Vanstone, a housekeeper like Mrs Lecount. Such people 
have no representatives in the living world. Their proper place 
is the glare of blue lights on a stage sacred to the sensation 
drama. And yet there are excellent things in No Name. 
y g 
Wragge—with his boundless impudence, boastfulness, and im- 
pecuniosity, his love of order, his consideration of himself as a 
‘ Moral Agriculturist ’—is amusing; and tliere is a certain philo- 
sopher, Mr Clare, in whose remarks there gleams at times a 
perverse, wilful humour :— 


‘In your presence and out of it,” said the philosopher, I have 
always maintained that the one important phenomenon presented by 
modern society is—the enormous prosperity of Fools. Show me an 
individual Fool, and I will show you an aggregate society which 
gives that highly favoured personage nine chances out of ten, and 
grudges the tenth to the wisest man in existence. Look where you 
will, in every high place there sits an ass, settled beyond the reach 
of all the greatest intellects in this world to pull him down.” ... . 
“Here is this perfectly hopeless booby Frank,” pursued the philo- 
sopher. ‘ He has never done anything in his life to help himself, and, 
as a necessary consequence, society is in a conspiracy to carry him 
to the top of the tree. He has hardly had time to throw away that 
chance you gave him, before this letter comes, and puts the ball at 
his foot for the second time. My rich cousin (who is intellectually 
fit to be at the tail of the family, and who is therefore, as a matter 
of course, at the head of it) has been good enough to remember my 
existence, and has offered his influence to serve my eldest boy. 
Read his letter, and then observe the sequence of events. My rich 
cousin is a booby who thrives on landed property; he has done 
something for another booby who tlirives on politics, who knows a 
third booby who thrives on commerce, who can do something for a 
fourth booby thriving at present on nothing, whose name is Frank. 
So the mill goes. So the cream of all human rewards is supped in 
endless succession by the Fools.” ’ 


Few writers have won their laurels so swiftly and easily as 
Mr Trollope, and few writers deserve them so well. His praise 
is in all the libraries. The novel-reading world is familiar with 
his characters as they are with their own relations and personal 
friends. He writes with amazing rapidity and gusto, has fre- 
quently a couple of novels in course of publication at one time, 
and he has the rare knack of making everything he writes in- 
teresting. It is quite true that his novels are superficial, that 
they deal almost entirely with costume and manner, that they 
do not concern themselves with psychological problems, that 
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they studiously avoid great passions, and that they never pre- 
sent the poetic aspect of men or things. But, on the other 
hand, the writer has such a quick genial eye, he observes so 
sharply, he is so well acquainted with, and at home in, his sub- 
ject, and he writes with so much good-nature, sense, kindli- 
ness, and gentlemanly tact, that his books are almost entirely 
satisfactory. His mind presents no very salient point, it pos- 
sesses no very special characteristic. He is witty, but not 
supremely so; he has humour, but no one would ever dream of 
speaking of him as a humorist; he can laugh at the follies in 
our social arrangements, but he is not a satirist ; he can moralize 
prettily enough, but he has no claim to be a teacher; he can 
turn a sentence 0 an epigram with considerable neatness, but 
he will never be r_ ked amongst the masters of style. He ha 

his share of all intellectual and artistic qualities, but he has 
nothing in excess; he inherits all the powers of the great 
novelist, but he has no very large inheritance of any one of 
these powers. And it is for this reason that we cannot attach 
any very distinctive personality to Mr Trollope. We know him 
to be a writer of clever stories, but we shall never know him to 
be anything else. There is nothing to read between the lines. 
Wesee the puppets go through their little drama, and are amused 
enough, but we care nothing for the hand that pulls the strings. 
The stories are unquestionably clever and charming. And then 
Mr Trollope dashes them off so easily. His stage is always occu- 
pied; the curtain has no sooner fallen on one play and set of 
characters, than, to light orchestral music, it rises on the next and 
another set of characters. Perhaps the qualities towhich he chiefly 
owes his success are his unflagging spirits and unvarying good 
sense. He begins his stories as gaily as a scarlet-coated hunting 
field begins the chase when reynard breaks cover—he_reso- 
lutely faces every fence, brook, and ditch in the way, and comes 
in at the death with as light a heart as when he started. Then 
his good sense tells him what he can do, and what he can’t; it 
presides over the whole machinery of his stories, and prevents 
his characters from ever becoming unintentionally ridiculous. 
Mr Trollope finds his material at his hand. His heroes wear the 
costume of the day, and are moved by passions in keeping with 
that costume. They neither utter complaints to the moon, nor 
do they apostrophize nature. When they are crossed in love, 
they smoke harder than ever, and talk in surly monosyllables. 
Mr Trollope’s heroines—a charming bevy they have become 
now—when in grief, do not linger about weedy pools, or sing 
songs of the willow; they run up to their own rooms, double- 
lock the door, fling themselves down on the bed, and have a 
good cry there,—in which position they are sketched by Mr 
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Millais, and enter thereby on a new lease of the reader's affec- 
tioa and admiration. These novels contain admirable delinea- 
tions of contemporary society, clever painting of manners. In 
these pages you hear the tones of the street and the drawing- 
room; and twenty years hence, when whatever of passion: ate 
flavour they now possess may have died away, they will assume 
a certain historical value. For Mr Trollope’s novels, considered 
as representations of society, are more valuable than ‘tein all 
other respects—much hi: gher works of Dickens and Thackeray, 
because they are representations in which strong individual 
character has not operated as a disturbing agent. 

Orley Farm is, as yet, Mr Trollope’s best book. In the 
character of Lady Mason, and her rela ‘ons with Sir Pere- 
grine Orme and his family, there is a p} "ely tragic element, 
which he has reached in no former book, wach perhaps he did 
not care to reach. In the home scenes at the Cleve, Sir Pere- 
grine himself, his daughter-in-law and her son, there is some- 
thing almost poetic. The old home, surrounded by open glades 
and sw eeps of woodland, the peace and order of the ¢ family life, 
its courtesy, its love, its ’ self-respect, are depicted with a really 
admirable touch, with a refined sunny gracefulness which is 
rare in Mr Trollope, which is rare, indeed, i in any writer. The 
chief interest of the book exists in the relation between Lady 
Mason and the Ormes; and it seems to us that the reader’s 
attention should have to a greater extent been concentrated on 
that relation. To speak truth, the book has an immense deal 
of what the Saturday Review calls ‘ padding.” A number of 
characters are introduced who hang but loosely on the story, 
and who do not aid its progress in the least. Excursions are 
continually made from the main line of interest. There are 
some half dozen contemporaneous love matches going on amongst 
those subsidiary and somewhat irrelevant people. It must be 
said, however, that many of these are very cleverly hit off. The 
commercial gentlemen, for instance, are drawn in that spirit of 
hearty, if somewhat coarse, caricature, which we may regard as 
Mr Trollope’s family ‘lileane e. Lady Mason forms the centre 
of the story; and one is somewhat unsatisfied when the nar- 
rative leaves her. We know that she is guiltv, but towards her 
our hearts are strangely moved by pity. The writer himself 
seems not to have been proof against his own magic, and he 
cannot leave her without tenderness. 


* And now we will say farewell to her; and as we do so, the chief 
interest of our tale will end. I may, perhaps, be thought to owe an 
apology to my readers, in that I have asked their sympathy for a 
woman who had so sinned as to have placed herself beyond the 
sympathy of the world at large. If so, I tender my apology, and 
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perhaps feel that I should confess a fault. But as I have told her 
story, that sympathy has grown upon myself, till I have learned to 
forgive her, and to feel that I too could have regarded her as a 
friend.’ 


This expression of feeling is interesting from several points 
of view, and it is through his sympathy with Lady Mason that 
Mr Trollope has so entirely enlisted in her behalf the sympathies 
of the world. 


Lady Audley’s Secret has recently rushed into a sudden and, 
to some extent, an inexplicable popularity. It is understood 
that, within the last month or so, six editions have been dis- 
posed of. This popularity is indicative of a certain morbid con- 
dition in the public mind, for which Mr Wilkie Collins, and, in 
some degree, Mr Trollope, is responsible. Lady Audley’s Secret 
is not nearly so clever or ingenious as The Woman in White or 
No Name, and it possesses none of the artistic qualities which 
redeem Orley Farm, and take away all danger from our sym- 
pathy with the guilty Lady Mason. This novel is a tale of 
circumstantial evidence ; and the principal characters are Lady 
Audley, the young wife of Sir Michael Audley, and Robert 
Audley, barrister, and nephew to the baronet. The lady is a 
beautiful demoness, with a slight fairy figure, a mouth like a 
rose-bud, an exquisite complexion, the most innocent and win- 
ning blue eyes, wonderful hair of feathery gold which floats 
round her head like a glory; and every man who approaches her 
is bewitched by her helpless, appealing style of beauty, and her 
trustful, confiding ways. All this beauty, all this charm of 
manner, is a dangerous mask merely,—the real woman being 
false, calculating, cruel, a bigamist and murderer. Mr Robert 
Audley, whose work it is to tear away the beautiful mask, is 
one of those acute and far-seeing individuals whom Mr Wilkie 
Collins has brought into fashion. He had, a little while pre- 
viously, encountered in London his friend George Talboys, 
fresh from Australia with a fortune of L.20,000, and broken- 
hearted by the discovery that his wife, whom he had left in 
England, had died a few days before his arrival; and he takes 
him down for a week or ten days’ fishing in the neighbourhood of 
Audley Court. There his friend mysteriously disappears; and 
shortly after, in his uncle’s drawing-room, Audley discovers a 
slight purple mark on her ladyship’s white arm, and, drawing 
her attention to it, fancies that the explanation given is not 
quite trustworthy,—that, in fact, her ladyship is telling fibs. 
His suspicions are aroused, and the remainder of the story con- 
sists in his efforts to bring home the murder of his friend to 
Lady Audley. Asa matter of course, Talboys is found to be 
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her first husband, and equally as a matter of course, he—be- 
lieved by every one to be dead, Lady Audley included, who had 
indeed the best reason for the supposition—turns up well and 
hearty at the close of the third volume. Lady Audley, when 
she finds that she has been foiled, confesses her guilt, explains 
that she is afflicted at times by fierce paroxysms of madness, 
and is conveyed away under Robert Audley’s care to a private 
madhouse in Belgium, where she ultimately dies. The plot is 
clumsily constructed, and incredible to the last degree. The 
writing is slovenly and down-at-heel; and the book is stuffed 
with the coarsest horrors. Still Lady Audley’s Secret possesses 
a certain crude unspiritual fascination, it is not without power 
of an uncomfortable kind, and the reader has a cruel satisfaction 
in seeing the beautiful wild cat driven to the wall. The 
authoress possesses unquestionable ability, but we hope that 
hereafter it will be exercised on higher objects than delineations 
of hateful crimes, and the remorses of a mean nature. 


It is pleasant to turn from Lady Audley’s Secret, with its 
thick unhealthy atmosphere of crime and madness, to the sharp, 
briny breezes which blow through the pages of Thalatta. This 
book, which bears no author’s name on the title-page, is some- 
what ambitiously entitled, a Political Romance. The title is 
unfortunate, because, considered as a romance, Thalatta cannot 
be held quite satisfactory. The plot is of the slightest, and the 
characters are not knit together in any vital relationship. It 
contains no startling incidents; it has no cumulative interest ; 
it is not a book for the circulating libraries, in short. But with 
the class of readers who do not depend for spiritual sustenance 
on Mr Mudie, the book will be a favourite. It is the pro- 
duction of a full and thoughtful mind, and contains satirical and 
melancholy discourse on many men and things. The sea, with 
its unquiet and tremulous glitter, runs up into its chapters as it 
runs up into the hearts of the Highland hills. The reader is 
always in hearing of the surge. Thalatta takes you away from 
the noise of towns to the North—to headlands looming through 
the mists of twilight or morn—headlands yet wearing Norse 
names—to marshes skirting the sea, full of wild fowl—and to 
fishing villages in which life has a serious colour, for the in- 
habitants are pensioners on Ocean, whose moods are ever 
changing, and whohas in his gift death as well as riches. Con- 
trasted with this primitive northern life, we have Cabinet coun- 
cils, parliamentary debate, and the battle of the clubs,—the 
burden of political glory, the cares of empire. The story is so 
slight that any indication of it would be useless; and all the 
more useless, that it is not as a story that the book is to be 
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judged. Its value consists in its discussions, its wayward di- 
gressions, its interpolated essays, its playful or melancholy com- 
mentaries on opinion and life; and to these things the story— 
although several separate scenes are effective, and suggest what 
the writer could do in the way of story-telling if he chose—is 
kept in abeyance, or is brought forward as an excuse for their 
introduction. ‘The subjoined speculation on honour is a specimen 
of this writer’s style and manner :— 

‘ Honour—what is honour? “ Detraction will not suffer it to live 
with the living,” said Falstaff; ‘but does the sepulchre shut it out ? 
Fancy being dissected and anatomized for ever—the unclean hands 
of critics wandering uselessly over the weary limbs that should rest 
for the resurrection. ‘ He was vain, pompous, superficial ; his style 
is rugged, turpid, inelegant; he said foolish things, that have done 
much hurt to men.” So the palaver goes on from one generation to 
another. You are spoken of as if you were a picture or a statue,— 
not of marble, but of mud,—-and the shuttle-cock is kept flying till 
the day of judgment. No wonder that men should stir in their 
coffins, and feel that they have defrauded their ashes of the respect 
that is bestowed on meaner dust. I cannot doubt that the Protector 
envies the quiet grave wherein rests “the Cromwell guiltless of his 
country’s blood.” There they lie side by side; the brother who 
conquered and cast down, the brother who was wisely silent and 
died. Mark the contrast. No dread disturbs Ais still repose. His 
very name is forgotten among men; for on the tombstone which was 
meant, not unkindly, to perpetuate for a season his homely virtues, 
every letter (except only the numerals of some unknown event of 
birth, or marriage, or death) has been clean washed out. But even 
in his mutilated sepulchre the other may not rest; he is renowned, 
a famous, an illustrious man; one calls him a hero, another a liar 
and a knave; of the writing of books about him there is no end. 
“O that I had stayed at home,” exclaims the vexed and attenuated 
ghost, ‘“‘and ploughed my father’s acres! My eyes are heavy, but I 
cannot close them; I am tired to death, and yet I cannot rest. See 
my brother, he does not stir, nor moan, nor turn in his bed; he 
sleeps as well as when we lay together on our mother’s lap. Oh! 
dear brother, waken and speak to me but once; for the night is } 
dark and tedious, and I am sick of the generations of fools that pos- 
sess the earth so long.”’ 
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Art. VII.—Domestic Annals of Scotland from the Reformation 
to the Rebellion of 1745. By Rosert Cuambers, F.R.S.E., 
ete. 3 vols. 8vo. W.and R. Chambers, Edinburgh and 
London. 1858-61. 


Tue ‘Domestic Annals of Scotland’ is a contribution to a class of 
historical works for which the literary appetite of our age shows 
no small craving. The days have gone by when history dis- 
dained to take notice of any one of lower station than a prime 
minister or a general. The tricks of diplomacy, the campaigns 
of armies, the conduct of sieges, are not now held to constitute 
the life of a nation: if we would understand what a people really 
have been and are, we must know their manners and customs ; 
we must see the houses in which they lived, the roads on which 
they travelled, the towns where they made their markets; we 
must learn how they employed their time, how they were clothed, 
what they ate and drank, what they believed, what they hoped, 
what they did, and what they refrained from doing. The plays 
of Shakespeare and the fictions of Scott, it has been somewhat 
paradoxically but truly said, are truer histories than most books 
that bear the name. They give at least an ideal picture of life 
and manners, and vividly reproduce past peoples and ways—the 
old national life in all its manifold phases. 

But information of this kind is not easily to be found. It 
must be hunted out in the by-paths and out-of-the-way corners 
ofliterature. ‘The historian must dive into pamphlets and poems, 
into letters and diaries, into inventories and registers, in which 
careful housewives ‘chronicled small beer’ and other things of 
equally high moment; he must dwell amid the dust and debris 
of great libraries, poke into family charter chests, and peer into 
papers not looked at for centuries; and even after the materials 
are found, it is not every one who can use them. To most men 
it appears a hopeless task, out of such tangled waft and woof’ to 
weave a web on which will be fairly pictured the lives, and loves, 
and labours of the past. The poetical faculty is needed for such 
a task ; but to him who is possessed of that divine gift, visions of 
the past will rise out of every ancient document, and in his pic- 
tured pages he will show to his delighted readers the very men 
and manners of a bygone time. 

Mr Chambers’ work is a valuable stepping-stone to such a 
history. The reading public are greatly indebted to both the 
brothers who bear this well-known name, in their double capa- 
city of publishers and authors. As publishers, they were among 
the first to understand the power of cheapness in literature; and 
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to their enterprise it is, in a great measure, due that treatises of 
a high class, both in science and letters, have been brought down 
to the level of the masses. To their honour, too, it must be said 
that in all their serials they have had scrupulous regard to mo- 
rality. No passage is to be found in them which cannot be read 
in the family circle. On the other hand, the systematic exclu- 
sion of religious sentiment and sympathy gives a dry, worldly 
tone to much of their literature, which we cannot but regard as 
a serious drawback. As authors, they have shown their large 
and varied accomplishments by their books of travels, of history, 
of antiquities, of almost everything under the sun. And what- 
ever they have done, they have done creditably, never rising to 
the height of great authors, but always exhibiting painstaking 
industry, liberality of opinion, and common sense. 

The ‘Domestic Annals’ of Scotland occupy three closely-printed 
large octavo volumes. They were originally designed to extend 
from the Reformation to the Revolution ; but in the third volume 
the latter boundary is overstepped, and the record brought down 
to the Rebellion of 1745. Mr Chambers informs us in his pre- 
face, that as history had, in a great measure, confined itself’ to 
political persons and transactions, it was his ambition to detail 
the domestic annals of his country, to lay bare ‘the series of 
occurrences beneath the region of history ; the effects of passion, 
superstition, and ignorance in the people; the extraordinary 
natural events which disturbed their tranquillity ; the calamities 
which affected their well-being, the traits of false political eco- 
nomy by which that well-being was checked ; and generally those 
things which enable us to see how our forefathers thought, felt, 
and suffered, and how, on the whole, ordinary life looked in their 
days. In carrying out this plan, he is frequently compelled to 
go beyond the homestead, and record events which were trans- 
acted upon a larger stage; and, accordingly, he gives us many 
glimpses of the national as well as of the domestic life of our 
ancestors. He expresses the hope —and we think he was entitled 
to do so—that, from the large induction of facts which he has 
made, general principles may be deduced which will be of ser- 
vice to the political economist, the physician, the naturalist, and 
the divine. In truth, that must be a sorry collection of historical 
events which does not reveal the operation of some universal 
laws; for amid all the changes which are continually going on, 
we may always detect a repetition of the same cycles, and within 
these, and forming their centre, a something that is unchanging 
and unchangeable. 

In the development of his plan, two methods were open to Mr 
Chambers. He might weave his materials into one continuous 
narrative, or he might present them in their original state, un- 
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connected with one another, and just as he found them in the old 
chroniclers from whom his book is compiled. He might polish 
and string his pearls, or he might set them before us in ‘the 
rough’ andin a heap. He has chosen the latter method, and we 
are not sorry that he has. Of course, his book wants the charm 
of a consecutive, well-written tale: it is fragmentary, disjointed, 
presenting the appearance of those pieces of patchwork of many 
colours in which our grandmothers delighted; no plot unfolds 
itself, no tragic hero courts our applause, no catastrophe occurs ; 
and accordingly, many readers, after perusing a few pages, will 
throw it down for want of sustained and increasing interest. But 
to balance this, there are great compensating advantages in the 
plan which Mr Chambers has pursued. If his volumes are less 
interesting, they are more instructive. Ifless read by the many, 
they will be more frequently and more respectfully studied by 
the few. But besides their mere utility, they have a charm of 
their own. In the contemporaneous account of events there is 
often a freshness, a naturalness, a likeness to life, which no future 
historian can reproduce. By reading the very words of the old 
author, we often get an insight into old life which we cannot 
otherwise obtain. We are thus brought into the closest possible 
contact with the men of a past age, with their habits of thought, 
and their style of expression. Moreover, every one knows that 
when truth passes through many hands, it is generally diluted, 
often contaminated, sometimes entirely destroyed. It is very 
instructive to compare the sweeping statements in some of our 
popular histories with the original narratives upon which they 
are founded, and mark the discrepancy between them. In fact, 
he who would study history thoroughly must not be satisfied 
until he has read the contemporaneous record of every important 
period, and, if possible, its literature too; and he will find this 
study one of the most inviting in which he can engage. 

The ‘ Domestic Annals of Scotland,’ then, pretend to be nothing 
more than a compilation—a miscellaneous collection of notices of 
old life and manners, generally given in the very words of the 
old authors. They are not unlike the carefully kept note-book 
of a studious reader of history. But though Mr Chambers has 
stooped to be a mere hewer of wood and drawer of water, leaving 
it to others to rear the temple out of the materials he has gathered 
together, he has rendered good service to the history of his coun- 
try. He has collected an immense number of stray notices, 
generally of a very interesting kind. He has availed himself of 
the latest antiquarian researches, and laid the publications of the 
Bannatyne, Maitland, and Spalding Clubs under heavy contri- 
bution ; and those who would wish to study Scotch domestic 
history may now save themselves the trouble and expense of 
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consulting a whole library of rare books, by simply having beside 
them Mr Chambers’ three volumes. 

The ‘ Annals’ begin at the stormy and eventful period of the 
Reformation, when society was seething up under the passions 
which that great religious struggle had evoked. Nor was the 
struggle over when the Parliament, in 1560, accepted the Re- 
formed Confession, and declared it a crime to be present at a 
mass. A considerable proportion of the people remained attached 
to the ancient faith ; and even those who had become Protestants 
found themselves unable all at once to throw off their Romish 
prejudices, and discontinue practices to which they had been 
trained from their childhood. They went in pilgrimage to 
famous shrines, they believed in the virtues of consecrated wells, 
they performed superstitious rites at births and bridals, and had 
wakes and dirges for the dead. Above all, they remained 
attached to the amusements which the ancient Church had fos- 
tered. The modern drama owes its origin to the priesthood, who 
were accustomed to perform plays called ‘ mysteries’ and ‘ mo- 
ralities,’ partly for the instruction and partly for the amusement 
of their flocks. These plays were founded upon Bible incidents ; 
and though they appear to us to be a burlesque upon all sacred 
things, and, in some cases, a horrible outrage upon both religion 
and morality, were yet acted in all seriousness, and generally 
upon a Sunday. Long after the Reformation such plays were 
still performed, and sometimes still upon a Sunday ; for the people 
saw no harm in this, and petitioned the General Assembly that 
it might be allowed. But the Reformed ministers had now be- 
gun to entertain stricter notions of the day of rest, and forbade, 
on that day, the performance of plays. 

The people had their own sports modelled in some measure 
after those of the Church, but naturally more rude and boister- 
ous. The chief among these were rude dramatic games, called 
Robin Hood and Little John, the Abbot of Unreason, and the 
Queen of May. These games were held upon a Sunday, in the 
merry month of May. A grave burgher was chosen by his 
fellows to play the part of the English outlaw, another to per- 
sonate his faithful squire: if they refused to don a fantastic dress, 
and ‘make sports and jocosities’ for the people, they were 
mulcted in a sum of money; if they agreed, they must represent 
the robbing of rich bishops, the pummelling of fat friars, and the 
deliverance of poor widows, in the presence of their fellows 
assembled on the town-common. But there were other sports, 
designed to give vent to a different humour. It is the nature of 
man to love a joke at the expense of his superiors. In the pre- 
sent day, Punch holds up for our laughter the highest and 
gravest personages of the realm. Three hundred years ago, our 
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ancestors gratified the same humour by their high jinks of the 
Lord of Inobedience and the Abbot of Unreason, in which the 
great dignitaries of the Church and State were exhibited in cir- 
cumstances the most ridiculous. The women, too, must have 
their own amusements, for they could scarcely take part in the 
wild frolics of the men. They chose their Queen of May, and 
joining hand in hand round the trees which were just bursting 
into leaf, sung their glad 


‘ Hey trix, trim go trix, under the greenwood tree.’ 


These sports were known in England as well as Scotland; and 
this age, which has in a great measure abjured all roystering and 
fun, can hardly conceive the love which the people had for them. 
For the day, everything else must be abandoned. The hours 
were sacred to fun. Bishop Latimer tells us how once, coming 
upon a town when it was a holiday, he could not find an audi- 
ence to preach to. ‘ This is a busy day with us,’ said the people, 
‘we cannot hear you. It is Robin Hood’s day. The parish are 
gone abroad to gather for Robin Hood. I pray you hinder 
them not.’ ‘I was fain,’ says the bishop, ‘to give place to Robin 
Hood. I thought my rochet should have been regarded though 
I were not; but it would not serve. It was fain to give way to 
Robin Hood’s men, 

Even before the Reformation an Act of Parliament was passed 
prohibiting these plays, probably because they were now em- 
ployed to turn the clergy into ridicule, when they could not so 
well afford to be laughed at. Be this as it may, the Reformers 
set their face against them too, probably because they were per- 
formed on a Sunday, and did not harmonize with the growing 
seriousness of the age. But neither Acts of Parliament nor Acts 
of Assembly could put down the frolics of the people. In 1561 
a riot was caused in Edinburgh by an attempt to stop a Robin 
Hood procession ; and when one of the rioters was to be hanged, 
a rescue was effected by the craftsmen, who ‘dang down the 
gibbet and broke it in pieces, ‘dang up the Tolbooth door per- 
force,’ set not only the condemned man free, but all his jail 
companions, and finally compelled the magistrates to grant them 
a pardon for their outrage. In 1572, during a severe dearth, a 
journalist specially notes that the people comforted themselves in 
May with their old pastimes. Even the elders and deacons of 
the Reformed Church were not always able to resist the tempta- 
tion to be present at the popular games; and until the close of 
the sixteenth century we find the Assembly complaining of the 
existence of the evil, and uttering its threatenings against it, 
The authority of the Church appears to have finally prevailed, 
for all such sports have long since disappeared in Scotland. In 
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England they lingered longer. In the beginning of the seven- 
teenth century, James VI. and I., of facetious memory, attempted 
to revive them by his Book of Sports. Some of them continue 
still ; and the ‘ Queen of the May,’ one of the earliest and most 
touching of Tennyson’s poems, has invested one of them with a 
new interest. 

The amusements of the sixteenth century would scarcely be 
suitable for the nineteenth. But is it not to be regretted that 
the ancient holidays and the ancient sports have disappeared, 
without any others being substituted in their place? The age 
in which we live is: consecrated to toil; and though more pros- 
~~ than those which have preceded it, it is questionable if it 

e happier. With the mechanic it is only toil, toil for ever. 
The only day when the whirl of the mill ceases, and the hammer 
rings not on the anvil, and the shuttle flies not athwart the loom, 
is the one in seven, which, if sacred to rest, should be sacred also 
to religion. When comes the day when the artisan can don his 
best attire, and repair to our green fields, or steam down our 
noble rivers, or meet with his fellows on the common to join in 
some athletic game or some harmless frolic? In the olden time 
the Church had her festivals, which, though nominally designed 
for devotion, were really used for recreation. In Roman Catholic 
countries it is so at the present hour. In Protestant Britain 
alone is there no break in the ceaselessness of labour, no oasis 
in the wilderness of ‘ work on, work on.’ Why should it be so? 
Why should Protestantism not do that honestly which Popery 
does dishonestly—give holidays to the people which will not be 
holy days? There is work here for some philanthropist to do ; 
and when it is done, the present tendency to break in upon the 
sanctity of the Sabbath will be weakened, if not destroyed. 

Mr Chambers enables us to trace very clearly the history and 
effects of some of the superstitions of the land. The belief in 
witchcraft was a world-wide superstition. In this matter Scot- 
land was not wiser, nor was it less wise, than its neighbours. 
The cardinals and bishops who assembled at Trent, the doctors 
who were convened at Dort, the divines who sat at Westminster, 
all possessed the same unwavering faith in witches and all kinds 
of diablerie. The laity believed at least as firmly as the clergy ; 
and there is no more painful chapter in the history of human 
progress, than that which relates the torments and burnings to 
which multitudes of ill-favoured old women were subjected under 
the suspicion of this crime. The most curious thing is, that 
many of these unhappy hags believed themselves to be witches, 
in league with the devil, and possessed of the hellish powers 
which were attributed tothem. The revelations which some of 
them made, even when not subjected to torture (though this was 




















» 


Witchcraft and Witches. 197 


applied with fearful frequency and severity), proves that they 
were either labouring under a singular hallucination, or that 
they had a strange pride in the character which was assigned to 
them, for which they were ready to brave the fagot and the 
fire. It is probable that many of the ancient witches were per- 
sons affected more or less with insanity, for we know that the 
peasantry to the present day regard such persons with supersti- 
tious awe. When there were no asylums, and no Lunacy Bills, 
every parish would have its idiot, its maniac, or at least its imbecile, 
sauntering about; and these, dreaded and disliked, would natur- 
ally fall under the suspicion of being the cause of the murrains 
that wasted the cattle and the blights that fell upon the corn. 

The statute under which all the subsequent cases of witch- 
craft were tried, was passed in 1562. It enacted that ‘nae 
person take upon hand to use ony manner of witchcrafts, sorcery, 
or necromancy, nor give themselves forth to have ony sic craft 
or knowledge thereof, there-through abusing the people ;’ also, 
that ‘nae person seek ony help, response, or consultation at ony 
sic users or abusers of witchcrafts under the pain of 
death.’ This statute was not allowed to lie idle, and for nearly 
two centuries afterwards it was having its victims almost as 
regularly as the statutes against murder, robbery, and theft. 

In 1576 we find a woman named Dunlop tried for witchcraft. 
She had been in the habit of prescribing cures for her sick 
neighbours, and declared she got all her knowledge from a man, 
Reid, who had been killed at Pinkie nearly thirty years before, 
who she affirmed frequently met her and conversed with her.— 
(Annals, vol. i. p. 107.) In all probability this was simply a 
case of spectral illusion; but, nevertheless, the poor woman was 
burned. Alison Pierson was a noted druggist, and so famed for 
her cures, that she at one time had the Archbishop of St 
Andrews under her care. She also, however, was haunted by 
spectres, whom she believed to be visitants from Elfhame ; and so 
she was burned as a witch.—(Vol. i., p. 183.) But there were 
witches who could kill as well as cure—inflict evil as well as 
remove it; and most of the trials for witchcraft arose from sus- 
picions of this kind. The years 1590-91 were famous for witch 
trials. Among those charged with the crime, were John Fian, 
schoolmaster of Prestonpans; Agnes Sampson, known as the 
Wise Wife of Keith; Barbara Napier, wife of an Edinburgh 
burgess ; and Euphame M‘Calyean, daughter of a judge of the 
Court of Session. The confession of Agnes Sampson, who is 
described by Archbishop Spottiswood as ‘matronlike, grave, and 
settled in her answers,’ is highly characteristic of the period, and 
worth quoting :— 

‘The devil in man’s likeness,’ she declared before the Court, ‘ met 
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her going out in the fields from her own house in Keith, betwixt 
five and sax at even, being her alane, and commandit her to be at 
North Berwick Kirk the next nicht. She passit there on horseback, 
conveyet by her good-son, callit John Couper, and lichtit at the 
kirkyard : a little before she came to it, about eleven hours at even, 
they dancet alangs the kirkyard. Geilie Duncan played to them on 
ane trump. John Fian, missolit, [masked] led all the rest; the said 
Agnis and her daughter followit next, besides thir, wee Katie Gray, 
etc., etc., etc., etc., with the rest of their complices, above ane hundred 
persons, whereof there was sax men, and all the rest women. The 
women first made their homage, and next the men. The men 
were turned nine times wethershins about, and the women sax times. 
- . + . John Fian blew up the doors and blew in the lichts, 
whilk were like mukle black candles sticking round about the pulpit. 
The devil start up himself in the pulpit like ane mukle black man, 
and callit every man by his name; and every ane answerit, “ Here, 
master.” . . . The first thing he demandit was, “ Gif they had 
keepit all promise and been guide servants ?” and, ‘“* What they had 
done since the last time they had convenit?” On his command they 
opened up the graves, twa within and ane without the kirk, and 
took off the joints of their fingers, taes, and knees, and partit them 
amang them; and the said Agnes Sampson got for her part ane 
winding sheet and two joints, which she tint negligently. The devil 
commandit them to keep the joints upon them while they were 
dry, and then to make ane powder of them, to do evil withal. Then 
he commandit them to keep his commandments, whilk was to do all 
the evil they could.’—(Annals, vol. i., pp. 214-15.) 


There is, in some points, a striking resemblance between this 
witch-confession and Burns’ celebrated witch-dance in the haunted 
kirk of Alloway. The devil, it will we observed, is not Goethe’s 
Mephistopheles, or Milton’s Satan, but the popular devil of the 
period—black, horned, and hoofed. We have a rude print of the 
day—the Devil Preaching to the Witches—in which he is so 
portrayed. At this trial King James VI. himself presided, and 
no doubt gathered some of the information which he afterwards 
embodied in his Treatise on Demonologie,—one of the most 
curious monuments of the monarch’s genius, and of the times in 
which he lived. The woman Sampson, with several of her accom- 
plices, was strangled at a stake, and afterwards burned to ashes. 

In the succeeding century the belief in witches was as ram- 
pant as ever. But, happily, while the country was under the 
domination of Comune and the administration of the law in 
the hands of English commissioners, a check was given to the 
burning of them. We hear of sixty being accused at one circuit, 
but not one of them was condemned. ‘Two poor wretches who 
had acknowledged themselves to be witches, when asked why 
they had done so, ‘declared they were forced to it by the ex- 
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ceeding torture they were put to. Their thumbs were tied 
behind their backs, and by these they were suspended in the 
air, and, while they hung, two Highlanders whipped them. 
Their backs being torn by the scourge, lighted candles were 
put to the soles of their feet, and between their toes; and as if 
this were not enough, they were next thrust into their mouth. 
Any one under such exquisite torture might gladly confess she 
was a witch, that death might come and put an end to her suffer- 
ings. 

Thee of the most common kinds of diablerie was to have an 
image of the intended victim made of wax, and suspended in 
the chimney ; and as the image slowly melted away, so, it was 
said, would the person it represented. In 1676-7 Sir George 
Maxwell of Pollok was sick, and a deaf and dumb girl affirmed 
that his sickness was caused by witchcraft. A boy and five 
women were, in consequence of this, apprehended. One of them 
confessed that a wax image had been made in presence of the 
Black Man, her mother, and the other three women. After it 
was made, they put it on a spit and turned it round before the 
fire, saying, ‘ Sir George Pollok, Sir George Pollok.’ In con- 
sequence of this and similar confessions, and because some of the 
accused were said to have witch-spots upon their bodies (places 
insensible to pain though pricked by pins), four of the women 
and the boy suffered death at Paisley. 

But perhaps the most famous case on record is that of Chris- 
tian Shaw of Bargarran. This girl, when about eleven years of 
age, was seized with violent convulsions; and during these she 
declared that a servant, who had an ill-will at her, another 
woman, and the devil, were tormenting her. By-and-bye, in 
addition to her fainting fits and convulsions, she began to vomit 
or spit from her mouth, hair, cinders, straw, wool, and feathers. 
Sometimes, during her fits, she would point to her tormentors, 
reason with them, implore them to leave her, wonder why others 
did not see them as well as herself. Rumours of all this soon 
spread fast and far. The presbytery took up the case, and sent 
a committee of its members to observe and report. But now 
the wonders increased. Christian was moved through the air 
without touching the ground; she was lifted up to the top of 
the house; she was, by invisible hands, dragged down into the 
cellar. So serious had the matter become, that the’Privy Council 
appointed a commission to investigate the case and try the 
culprits. The trial, accordingly, took place with all the forms of 
law. It was said to have been conducted with ‘ tenderness and 
moderation.’ The declarations of Christian Shaw were read— 
the confessions of ‘certain of the accused heard—witch spots 
were examined—evidence led; and finally six persons were found 
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guilty and condemned to death. Five of these were actually 
hanged and burned, and the sixth anticipated his fate by hang- 
ing himself in the jail. 

But the days of this darkness, which made Scotland the abode 
of abominable cruelty, were happily drawing to a close. In 
1736—but not till 1736—the ‘Act anent Witchcrafts’ was 
blotted from the statute book. It is doubtful if the Scotch 
Parliament would have done what the British Parliament did. 
Light had dawned upon England sooner than upon Scotland. It 
is certain that many of the most pious men of the day bewailed 
this merciful piece of legislation as a departure from the faith of 
the Bible. Wodrow, the historian, bemoaned himself because of 
it. Lord Erskine of Grange, in his place in Parliament, spoke 
against it. And when the Associate Presbytery, which had 
recently seceded from the Church under Ebenezer and Ralph 
Erskine, issued their Judicial Testimony, they mentioned, among 
other sins of the time, the repeal of ‘the penal statutes against 
witches, contrary to the express letter of the law of God—Exod. 
xxii. 18—“ Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live.” ’ 

How are we to account for these strong delusions? Is witch- 
craft altogether incapable of explanation? Is there no possibility 
of getting at the bottom of the strange stories we have told? We 
think enough of light is shed upon the subject by the narratives 
which have come down to us, to enable us to solve the mystery, 
in part at least, although we be not able, from want of more 
perfect information, to explain every particular incident in the 
narratives themselves. At a time when medical science can 
scarcely be said to have existed, and when physicians were few, 
many women necessarily applied themselves to the study and 
cure of diseases. They had their herbs, their potions, their 
decoctions, their charms. Some of these wise women naturally 
attained to greater skill than others ; and some of the cures per- 
formed by them appeared to a rude age to be the result of an 
agency more than human. Whispers of their miraculous power 
would swiftly spread, and for atime these would only add to 
their influence, and invest them with a character of awe in the 
eyes of their neighbours. To many minds there would be a 
fascination in the supposed possession of such unearthly attri- 
butes; and probably some women, little dreaming of their future 
doom, encouraged the rumours rather than otherwise. So long 
as they were fortunate in their remedies, all would go well with 
them ; but when sickness fell upon some one whom they were 
known to have a grudge at,—when his cows did not yield their 
usual quantity of milk,—when his mares cast their foals,—when 
his sheep were smothered in the snow,—suspicion would instantly 
point to the wise woman, and her very skill would be the strongest 
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evidence against her; for it would be argued, that if she had 
ower to heal, she must have power to hurt. 

But how are we to explain the confessions made by the witches 
themselves,—of their visits to Elfhame,—of their conferences 
with the devil,—of their rides through the air on a broomstick,— 
of their dances at deep midnight in haunted churches and on 
wreck-strewn shores? First of all, it must be remembered that 
most of these confessions were wrung out by torture, and that 
many of those who had made them afterwards declared, that 
they were glad to say anything to escape from their tormentors. 
But further, we may legitimately suppose that in some cases the 
delusions under which the witches and wizards laboured arose 
from dreams and spectral illusions. Many dreams have all the 
vividness of reality. In very deed we seem to visit strange lands, 
talk with strange people, join in strange revels. In comfirmation 
of this, we find one poor wretch who had confessed many ridicu- 
lous things, including frequent converse with the devil, after- 
wards declaring that he had only been in adream. Other cases, 
which cannot be explained by the ordinary visions of sleep, may 
be explained by spectral illusions. A morbid condition either of 
mind or body may give rise to these. Many people at this day 
are haunted by spectres, They see their deceased friends rising 
from the ground, gliding through the room, gazing kindly upon 
them. The drunkard, in his fits of delirium tremens, sees hun- 
dreds of blue devils making all kinds of antics. The opium- 
eater is transported to paradise, and is visited by angels. Any- 
thing which gives an abnormal vividness to our thoughts, will 
cause these thoughts to be mistaken for sensations ; and so we 
shall see visions. Luther, after hours of intense thought, saw 
the devil. Old Balfour of Burleigh, driven half mad by perse- 
secution and his wild life in the hills, had frequent contests with 
the enemy of his soul. Those old stories, to be found in every 
land, both Popish and Protestant, about visits of the blessed 
Virgin, and carnal contests with the devil, were not always mere 
fables, designed to impose upon the people. The devout nun, 
wearied with long vigils, and half famished with scanty fare, 
after a night of prayer in her cell, might really behold the 
spectral form of the blessed Mother and Child, upon which her 
soul had doted. The stern Covenanter, worn out with fatigue, 
knowing that any hour might be his last, thoroughly believing 
that the tempter sometimes assumed a bodily form, after poring 
over his Bible for hours in the dull twilight of his cave, might 
lift his eyes and behold the arch-fiend confronting him. In all 
this there was something terribly real. It was the man’s own 
intense thoughts which had taken this bodily form—this threat- 
ening shape ; and his wrestling was not less a fact than if it had 
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been with flesh and blood. Upon the same principles we can 
— the visions of the weird sisterhood. Some of them, from 
a diseased condition of brain, were subject to ocular deceptions. 
Others, from being more deeply tainted than usual with the 
superstitions of the time,—from meditating much and long upon 
satanic agencies,—at last saw their own thoughts rising up before 
them like spectre-devils. Others, again, as we have already 
hinted, were probably imbeciles or monomaniacs, who mistook 
their own fancies for facts ; and their confessions were simply the 
ravings of insanity. 

These facts, now well known to the psychologist, will perfectly 
account for many of the witch confessions. Some of the other 
phenomena, solemnly sworn to in courts of justice, may be ex- 
plained by mesmerism or electro-biology. It is certain we have 
allusions, in some of the narratives to be found in the ‘ Annals,’ 
to stroking the head and other parts of the person of the patient, 
looking into their eyes, and to rigidity of the limbs. Some per- 
sons are so easily thrown into the mesmeric sleep, that cases of it 
must have occurred, and even the mode of inducing it have been 
known, long before it assumed a scientific shape. All the sciences 
have been preceded by the facts upon which they are founded. 
All discoveries have been anticipated by stray guesses at the truth. 
There is nothing improbable in believing that some of the witches 
of a bygone era earned their evil reputation by being able to 
throw their victims into a cataleptic state. In Christian Shaw 
we evidently see a case of those convulsions to which girls are 
subject at her period of life. The hair, feathers, and straw which 
she spat from her mouth, were probably the result of trickery, as 
it is impossible to account for them upon any natural principles. 

Our astonishment at the credulity of our ancestors, and our 
censures of their cruelty, will be lessened, when we remember 
that in this year of grace fashionable audiences have been as- 
sembling in Paris and London, to witness the wonders of spirit- 
rapping, and that duchesses have gone home to their mansions, 
devoutly believing that they have had communications with the 
unseen world. Owen’s ‘ Footfalls on the Boundaries of another 
World, recently published, is perhaps the most complete collec- 
tion of ghost stories in print; and it has been read and believed 
by thousands. What will man not believe regarding the spiritual 
and unseen? But, after all, these follies are but aberrations of 
the true light; they are superstitions growing out of religion. 
There is a spirit in man. There are agencies besides human at 
work in the world. It is only because ‘ this muddy vesture of 
decay doth grossly close us in, that we do not see and hear 
much that would fill us with wonder were the veil rent. These 
beliefs in witches, in ghosts, in spirit-rapping, are but diseased 
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growths from a well-founded conviction; they arise from the 
yearnings of the soul after the unseen and eternal. All but 
universal, let us not wonder that they were held unwaveringly 
by our rude ancestors, and that they linger in some Highland 
glens to the present hour. 

Considering that Mr Chambers’ volumes are entitled ‘ Domestic 
Annals of Scotland,’ we should have expected to have found in 
them more notices of domestic matters. We should like to 
have had our curiosity more largely gratified regarding the 
houses and household affairs of two and three centuries ago, and 
learned what the people ate and drank, and wherewithal they 
were clothed. We should like to have seen ‘ the lady in her 
pantry eating bread and honey,’ or whatever else the pantry 
afforded : the lord in his doublet or steel corslet, in the castle or 
the camp. There is marvellously little of this information, con- 
sidering the extent of the work; much could easily have been 
gathered from the poetry, inventories, and other records of the 
period. We shall give a few sentences to a subject so interesting. 

At the time of the Reformation, and for a hundred and fifty 
years afterwards, we know the bulk of the people were miserably 

oor. The country swarmed with beggars,—not only with the 
old and decrepit, but with strong, masterful beggars. The houses 
of the peasantry were wretched hovels, and their principal food 
was oatmeal, coarse bannocks, and twopenny ale. In Dunbar’s 
‘ Friars of Berwick,’ which borders upon the Reformation, we 
have a substantial farmer’s house described as consisting of but 
two apartments. When two begging friars arrive, they are 
treated to bread, cheese, and ale, and put into a garret to sleep. 
When the holy abbot, who is too intimate with the farmer’s wife, 
appears, he is regaled with capons and rabbits ; and the husband, 
who returns rather unexpectedly from a journey, has a boiled 
sheep’s head and feet set before him (a common dish in Scotland 
still), while the abbot is smuggled into a cupboard. In Lind- 
say’s ‘ Squire Meldrum,’ we have the worthy gentleman de- 
scribed as supping at the castle of the lady whom he loved, on 
venison, brawn, jelly, and comfitures, which were pleasantly 
washed down with brandy, wine, and ale. The table was spread 
with a fine cloth. In the comedy of Philotus, an extract from 
which is given us by Mr Chambers (Annals, vol. i., pp. 374-6), 
we get an idea of how a lady of rank ate and drank, and amused 
herself, toward the close of the sixteenth century. The morn- 
ing begins with a cup of Malvoisie. For breakfast there is a pair 
of plovers, a partridge, a quail, and a cup of sack. For dinner 
there is ‘ some dainty dish of meat,’ a cup or two of Muscadel, 
and ¢ some other light thing.’ For supper, which was perhaps the 
chief meal of those days, we have ‘ dainty dishes dearly bought, 
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that ladies love to feed on.’ Still the business of eating for the 
day was not done. The lady is recommended to take, before 
retiring to rest, some light collation, which will digest easily, and 
a glass of Rhenish wine, ‘ for it is cauld and clean. The inter- 
vals between these bountiful repasts were to be filled up with 
dressing, walking, scolding the servants, reading, music, and 
gossip. The hour of dinner at that period was twelve or one 
o'clock, and of supper five or six. 

The dress of the bulk of the people in the period between the 
Reformation and the Revolution, and for long afterwards, was 
made of coarse, home-spun and home-made woollen cloth. The 
young women in the sixteenth century were attired in kirtle, 
shift, hood, etc.; those of higher rank having a hat, hose, shoes, 
a tippet, and an upper gown and mantle furred and otherwise 
adorned. We have a country girl described as wearing a red 
kirtle, and brown hose, and as having her hair hanging down from 
under her kerchief, tastefully tied upon her head. A damsel of 
greater pretensions has a kirtle of scarlet cloth, a shift embroidered 
with silk and gold, a circlet of gold on her head, and a belt 
round her waist ornamented with silver. When Queen Mary 
came to the throne, she was accused of bringing a love for French 
millinery along with her; and the Reformers were very earnest 
that the Parliament should pass a sumptuary law to check the 
growing superfluity of female attire. But in this they utterly 
failed, and ruffles and farthingales continued to be the fashion 
of the day. The nobles and gallants of the time rivalled the 
splendour of their ladies, for they wore on great occasions jackets 
of velvet, and sometimes even of cloth of gold, with breeches, 
hose, boots, hat or bonnet, and sword. The dress of the High- 
lands has always been different from that of the Lowlands; but 
it has lately been disputed whether the kilt can be traced further 
back than last century. We think there can be no doubt but 
that it has been the dress of the clansman from time immemorial, 
though the chief early learned to invest himself in the breeches 
of the South. Walter Taylor, the water poet, who visited Scot- 
land in 1618, tells us he was present at a great Highland gather- 
ing and hunt at Braemar,—that he and the many noblemen who 
were present were investel with the costume of the country; 
and that this costume consisted of ‘shoes with one sole a-piece, 
stockings which they call short hose, made of warm stuff of divers 
colours, which they call tartan. As for breeches,’ he continues, 
‘many of them, nor their forefathers, never wore any, but a 
jerkin of the same stuff that their hose is of, their garters being 
bands or wreaths of hay or straw, with a plaid about their 
shoulders, which is a mantle of divers colours, of much finer and 
lighter stuff than their hose, with flat blue caps on their heads ;’— 
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the very dress of the Highlander of the present day.—(See 
Annals, vol. i., p. 496.) 

From the extension of commerce, the operation of free trade, 
and the millions of bushels of grain which are annually poured 
into our ports from all the corn-growing countries of the world, 
we are now happily safe from those terrible famines which 
afilicted our forefathers. These dearths came periodically, with 
something approaching to regularity in their intervals, and 
were almost invariably followed by a pestilence. The following 
notices, scattered over the two first volumes of the ‘ Annals,’ will 
show their periodicity. In 1563 there was a dearth, and the 
wheat rose to L.6, and the oats to L.2, 10s. per boll. In 1568 
there was again a dearth, followed by a pestilence which, in 
Edinburgh alone, cut off 2500 people, probably a tenth of the 
whole population. The year 1574 was wet and cold, and con- 
sequently there was dearth and pestilence. In 1577 there is 
said to have been the severest famine within the remembrance 
of any one then living. Meal rose to 6s. the peck, ale to 10d. 
the pint. It was attended by a ‘ great sickness.’ In 1586 there 
was dearth again, and ‘ great death of people from hunger.’ In 
October and November 1595, wheat and malt rose to L.10 the 
boll, and in the following spring prices rose higher still. In 
1598 the wheat was blasted, the oatmeal’ rose to 6s. the peck, 
and there was ‘ane great deid amang the people. In 1600 
there was both famine and plague. In 1612 there was a severe 
drought, the harvest was miserably bad, and wheat rose to L.10 
the boll. In 1616, in 1622, and in 1623, there were famine and 
famine prices. Owing to very tempestuous weather in 1633, the 
corn in Orkney and Caithness had not filled in the ear; a boll 
of oats, in some cases, not giving a peck of meal. In the follow- 
ing spring a third of the land lay fallow for want of seed to sow 
it with; and as the summer approached, the scarcity ripened 
into a desolating famine. ‘ Multitudes die in the open fields, 
and there is none to bury them,’ said the bishops in a supplica- 
tion to the Privy Council, ‘ but where the minister goeth forth 
with his man to bury them where they are found. The ground 
yields them no corn, and the sea affords no fishes to them, as it 
was wont todo. The picture of death is seen in the faces of 
many. Some devour the sea-ware, some eat dogs, some steal 
fowls. Of nine in a family, seven at once died, the husband and 
wife expiring at one time. Many were reduced to that extremity 
that they were forced to steal, and thereafter are executed, and 
some have desperately run into the sea and drowned themselves.’ 
A truly pitiable picture! In 1635 there were dearth and disease. 
In 1639 there were frosts and snows in seed-time, and bad 
weather in harvest-time, and consequently a scanty crop. The 
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years 1642 and 1643 were stormy and ungenial, and conse- 
quently meal and malt rose to L.9 and L.10 the boll. The 
pest came in 1644. In 1649 there was a cold dry spring, and 
the dearth was so great that wheat rose to L.17 the boll, and 
oats to L.12. In 1650 and 1651 the famine increased rather than 
abated. In 1655 there was continuous frost from February till 
the middle of April, and long-continued rains in harvest, and 
consequently a dearth. Thus, within a century, we have notices 
of twenty famines, being one every five years. 

The prices given above are in Scotch money, which is only 
one-twelfth of the value of sterling money; but at the time of 
the Reformation, and for a considerable period afterwards, Scotch 
money had as great a purchasing power as sterling money has 
now. In other words, the L.1 Scotch then was of as great value 
as the L.1 sterling is now. We learn from the Books of Assig- 
nations and Assumptions, that the average price of grain at that 
period was about 20 merks per chalder, or 16s. 8d. per boll, 
Scots money. How fearful to the poor must have been the 
change when it rose to 50s., 60s., and even 80s.! when we know 
that in our own day a rise from 20s. to 30s. inflicts terrible 
privations upon the working classes. The value of money 
gradually fell, as is evident from the famine prices gradually in- 
creasing; but we know that, while oats were sold in 1649 at 
L.12 the boll, and wheat at L.17, and in 1650 still dearer, in 
1653 and 1654 the same grains were sold at L.4 and L.3, 4s. 
respectively, equal to 6s. 8d. and 5s. 4d. of sterling money. 
The price, therefore, had quadrupled under the pressure of 
scarcity. It is amusing, and yet instructive, to read the com- 
plaints of the Privy Council, in these periods of scarcity, against 
dealers hoarding up the grain, and their imperative orders to all 
to have their crops immediately thrashed and sold at certain 
regulated prices. Had it been possible to have carried out these 
orders, the famine might have been mitigated for a time, but it 
would be only to return with tenfold violence. The exportation 
of grain was punished by the censures of the Church, as well as 
by fines and imprisonment on the part of the magistrate. In 
short, free trade was unknown, and sumptuary laws vainly 
struggled against the operation of the great law of supply and 
demand. 

Some of the notices which we have regarding the ancient 
scarcity of beef in Scotland are very curious. Thus, when James 
was about to revisit—‘ from a salmon-like instinct’—his native 
country in 1616, proclamation was made that ‘ beasts should be 
fed in every place, that there might be abundance of flesh when 
the King came to the country ;’ and some of the burghs which 
the monarch was to visit appear to have had great difficulty in 
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making suitable preparation, and getting a few nolt fattened for 
the occasion. The magistrates represented that there was no 
butcher in their town, and that the fodder which they had care- 
fully collected might be consumed before the beef had become 
prime; and they knew the King was fond of eating and drinking 
of the best since he had gone to the bountiful South. Before we 
laugh at the difficulty of providing a stalled ox, fit even for a king, 
we must remember that in those days turnip husbandry was un- 
known, and that the farmer slew his ‘ mart’ at Martinmas, after 
it came from the summer’s grass, and left the rest of his cattle to 
struggle through the winter as they best could. Those which 
survived were scarcely fit for food in spring, and accordingly 
Acts of Parliament forbade the slaughter of cattle during Lent, 
when they had reached their utmost leanness; policy thus per- 
petuating an abstinence from flesh which had begun in supersti- 
tion. Knox, on one occasion, complains that Queen Mary had 
indulged in so much banqueting as to have caused a scarcity of 
wild fowls; but we must attribute this to the spleen of the Re- 
former, who could never bring himself to love his Roman Catho- 
lic Queen. 

It is pleasant, amid the bigotry and barbarism of the seven- 
teenth century, to light upon a name illustrious for science. In 
1614, Napier of Merchiston published his work on Logarithms, 
—the first great contribution to the science of numbers furnished 
by Scotland, if we except the somewhat fabulous achievements 
of Joannes Sacrobosco. It instantly attracted the attention of 
Henry Briggs, lecturer on mathematics at Oxford, and perhaps 
the best English mathematician of his day, who published an 
English translation of it, and visited Napier at Merchiston in the 
following year. The principles unfolded by the baron of Mer- 
chiston are universally allowed to have paved the way to many 
of our greatest astronomical discoveries, and to some of the mar- 
vellous feats performed by figures. But Napier, though a pioneer 
of science, was not exempt from the superstitions of his time. 
On one occasion we find him entering into a contract with 
Logan of Restalrig, to make search in his tower of Fast Castle 
for a pot of money which was said to be there hid. Ie was by 
‘all craft and ingyne’ to endeavour to find the hoard, by which 
is probably meant that he was to use the divining rod, the magic 
numbers, and other methods in vogue with the magi of the time, 
which, as Mr Chambers well observes, ‘ throws a curious light 
on the state of philosophy even in the minds of the ablest philo- 
sophers of that age, the time when Tycho kept an idiot on ac- 
count of his gift of prophecy, and Kepler perplexed himself with 
the “ Harmonius Mundi.”’—(Vol. i., p. 257.) The inventor of 
logarithms appears to have had not only the genius, but the fire 
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and spirit, which has distinguished so many of his illustrious 
successors. It is strongly suspected he did not find the gold, and 
accordingly quarrelled with Logan; and he carried the quarrel 
so high, that in letting a piece of ground shortly afterwards, he 
made it a condition that it should not be sublet to any one who 
bore the odious name. A few years afterwards we find him en- 
gaged in a hot dispute with the Napiers of Edinbellie about the 
tiends of Merchiston, and threatening to assemble his armed 
vassals, so that the Privy Council had to interfere, and soothe the 
irate baron. Long before his invention of logarithms, he had 
shown his bellicose genius by the invention of different means of 
destroying an enemy. ‘One was a mirror like that of Archi- 
medes, which should collect the beams of the sun, and reflect 
them concentredly in one mathematical point for the purpose of 
burning the enemy’s ships. Another was a similar mirror to 
reflect artificial fire. A third was a kind of shot for artillery, not 
to pass lineally through an enemy’s host, destroying only those 
that stand in its way, but which should “ range abroad within the 
whole appointed place, and not departing furth of the same till it 
had executed its whole strength, by destroying those that be 
within the bounds of the said place.” The fourth and last was 
a closed and fortified carriage to bring harquebussiers into the 
midst of an enemy.’—(Vol. i., p. 272.) The third invention, it 
was calculated, could destroy 20,000 Turks without the hazard 
of a single Christian. These speculations will appear doubly 
interesting to a generation which has made such progress in the 
discovery of formidable weapons of war, though it has not yet 
found out any gun that will shoot in the manner described by 
the laird of Merchiston. He thought it right to let his contriv- 
ances die with him, as ‘ for the ruin and overthrow of man there 
were too many devices already framed ;’ but he left behind him 
a race of heroes more destructive than any of them to the ene- 
mies of his country. 

The following notices are curiously illustrative of the state of 
medical science exactly two hundred years ago (1662), and of 
the ingenious methods resorted to, to make physic palatable to 
the people :— 


‘Jon Ponthus, a German, styling himself professor of physic, was 
in Scotland for the third time, having previously paid professional 
visits in 1633 and 1643. His proceedings afford a lively illustra- 
tion ef the state of medical science in our island, and of the views of 
the public mind regarding what is necessary to a good physician. 
Erecting a stage on the High Street of Edinburgh, he had one per- 
son to play the fool, and another to dance on a rope, in order to 
attract and amuse his audience. Then he commenced selling his 
drugs, which cost eighteen pence per packet, and Nicoll allows that 
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they “ proved very good and real.” Upon a great rope, fixed from 
side to side of the street, a man “ descended upon his breast, his hands 
loose and stretched out like the wings of a fowl, to the admiration of 
many.” Most curious of all, the “chirurgeons of the country, and 
also the apothecaries, finding their drugs and recipes good and cheap, 
came to Edinburgh from all parts of the kingdom and bought them,” 
for the purpose of selling them again at a profit. ‘ Thir plays and 
dancings upon the rope continued the space of many days, whose 
agility and nimbleness was admirable to the beholders, ane of these 
dancers having danced seven score times at a time without intermis- 
sion, lifting himself and vaulting six quarter heigh above his ain 
head, and lighting directly upon the tow, as punctually as gif he had 
been dancing upon the plain-stanes.”—Nicoll. ‘The quack subse- 
quently exhibited in like manner at Glasgow, Stirling, Perth, Cupar, 
and St Andrews.’—(Vol. ii., pp. 295-6.) 


We have notices of other German and Italian physicians 
visiting Scotland about the same period, and attracting the 
crowd by similar feats of dexterity. Happily rope-dancing and 
physicking are separated in our day. 

But we now gladly turn our back upon these vestiges of past 
barbarism, and proceed to trace the first beginnings of our pre- 
sent civilisation. In nothing has greater progress been made 
than in the means of locomotion. In the sixteenth century, 
Scotland had no roads fit for wheeled carriages. The roads 
which stretched between the great towns were in some parts no 
better than quagmires, and in others so rough that neither 
vehicle nor passenger could have survived the jolting of a jour- 
ney over them. Even in 1630, we find the first four miles of 
the great road from Edinburgh to London—which should be 
good, if any in the country was so—described as being in so 
wretched a state, that travellers were in danger of their lives 
from their coach overturning, their horses falling, or their carts 
breaking down. In truth, all the roads in Scotland at this 
period, and for a century afterwards, must have been like those 
referred to on the obelisk at Fort William which records the 
road-making triumphs of General Wade :— 


‘Had you seen these roads before they were made, 
You would lift up your hands and bless General Wade.’ 


Besides these highways, there were many bridle-paths inter- 
secting the country, affording guidance at least to pack-horses 
and foot passengers, but not even designed for the rudest 
vehicle. When a person, therefore, wished to make a journey, 
he must get into the saddle, or trust to the strength of his limbs. 
We have cases, however, in which journeys were made upon 
horseback with extraordinary rapidity. The moment Queen 
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Elizabeth breathed her last, on the morning of Thursday the 
24th of March 1603, a young courtier sprang into his saddle, 
and on Saturday night he was in Holyrood House, kneeling 
before James, and saluting him as King of England, France, 
and Ireland,—probably the most rapid journey from London 
to Edinburgh before the two capitals were joined by a railway. 
Coaches came into our country from France with Queen 
Mary. There was no such vehicle awaiting her arrival at Leith, 
and she made her entry into her capital riding on a palfrey. 
Lord Seaton, who accompanied her from France, is said to have 
introduced the first carriage into Scotland. The Regent Morton 
had the second. They were not used in England earlier; but 
soon the nobility in both countries began to regard them as a 
necessary part of their state, and to drive about in them, to the 
great admiration of all beholders. So early as 1610, an effort 
was made to establish a public conveyance between Edinburgh 
and Leith. A native of Pomerania undertook to provide horses, 
coaches, and waggons, and a monopoly of the road was secured 
to him; but the project appears to have failed, and was aban- 
doned. Forty years later, there was a stage-coach on the road 
between Edinburgh and London. It went once in the three 
weeks; fresh horses were provided at convenient stages; the 
journey occupied seven or eight days, and the fare was L.4, 10s. 
In 1667, an enterprising merchant started a coach between 
Edinburgh and Glasgow, being encouraged to do so by a liberal 
subsidy from both the municipalities; but the enterprise does 
not <M to have succeeded; for, sixty-six years afterwards, 
we find a new project on foot, to start a coach with six horses, 
to convey six passengers between the two cities, twice a-week in 
summer, and once in winter. This undertaking also failed; and 
it was not till 1758 that a regular conveyance was established 
between the eastern and western capitals, occupying twelve 
hours on the road. Thirty years afterwards, by means of lighter 
coaches, better horses, and improved roads, the time was greatly 
reduced. In 1799 it was accomplished in six hours; and before 
the railway was opened in 1842, spanking steeds wheeled the 
citizens along over splendid roads from city to city in four hours 
and a half. Up to the time of the Revolution the progress of 
improvement had been very slow; but, after that great event, 
it went on with an ever increasing pace. A traveller to Scot- 
land in 1688 declares that the roads were so bad, that stage- 
coaches could not pass along them; and that hence even the 
gentry, both men and women, were compelled to make their 
journeys on horseback. The great lords, he adds, sometimes 
travelled in a coach and six; but in that case they had, besides 
their other attendants, a lusty running footman on each side of 
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the coach, to keep it up at the rough parts of the road. During 
the following century, effort after effort was made to improve 
the roads and start public conveyances; and though the under- 
takings failed at first, they ultimately succeeded; and now we 
can scamper along highways as smooth as a bowling-green, or 
pass from one part of the country to the other in our railway 
trains with the speed of the wind. 

The post is now one of the great institutions of the country ; 
and it is very interesting to trace it back to its beginning—rising 
like a little rill among the mountains, and gradually swelling till 
it becomes a mighty river, bearing on its bosom the secrets, the 
sorrows, and the wants of the whole community. During the six- 
teenth century and the first half of the seventeenth, there was no 
regular system of postage in Scotland. Some of the large towns, 
however, kept an officer called the common-post, who was em- 
ployed in carrying the messages of the magistrates and burgesses. 
When a message was to be sent to a distance, a special messenger 
must needs be employed. On the great roads, however, post- 
horses were to be found at regular stages; and the post-boys 
were frequently employed to forward letters. In 1635 a regular 
letter-post was established for the first time between London and 
Edinburgh. The letters were carried on horseback once or 
twice a week, and dropped, as addressed, at the different towns 
on the way. There is a tradition that, on one occasion, only one 
letter arrived at the northern metropolis. In 1649 a postal 
communication was opened up between Edinburgh and Port- 
patrick, and from thence letters were despatched to Ireland. 
About twenty years afterwards a regular postal communication 
was opened up to Aberdeen and Inverness; and gradually the 
system was extended, till it embraced all the considerable towns 
in the country. On some of the main roads the letter-bags were 
carried on horses ; but on the great majority, and even where the 
distances were long, foot-runners were employed. Disasters 
were continually occurring. On one occasion the London post 
was robbed by footpads when within a mile of Edinburgh ; on 
another occasion the post-boy and his bags were lost together in 
the Tyne; on a third, the carriers, who were to exchange their 
bags when they met about half-way, made some mistake, and the 
London letters came back again after being absent for a week. 
These incidents appear passing strange to this generation, accus- 
tomed to the despatch, the speed, and the perfect regularity 
with which hundreds of thousands of letters are daily dispersed 
over the whole kingdom. 

The growth of trade in Scotland is almost as curious as that of 
the post-office. At the epoch of the Reformation, the manufac- 
tures were few and rude, and confined to the barest necessaries 
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of life. A miserable commerce, chiefly with the Netherlands, 
was carried on—the principal exports being hides and wool. 
Even a century afterwards—in 1658—when Cromwell was domi- 
nant in Scotland, the whole custom duties of Leith amounted to 
only L..2335; of Aberdeen to L.573; of Glasgow to L.554. In 
1862 the customs levied at Glasgow alone amounted to nearly 
a million of money. It was not till after the Revolution, 
when the religious dissensions of the country were quieted, and 
additional security given to property, that the mercantile spirit 
exhibited signs of growing strength. But immediately after this 
truly memorable event we have symptoms of improvement. 
Before the seventeenth century closed we have manufactories for 
linen and woollen goods, for cutlery, for glass, for sugar, esta- 
blished upon a scale which the country had never previously 
witnessed. The eighteenth century opened upon the great 
Darien expedition—the first and most disastrous enterprise of 
the kind which Scotland has experienced. The union with 
England worked a great change, cutting off old channels of com- 
merce, but opening up others infinitely better. The Scotchman 
could no longer have his bottle of Bourdeaux and his glass of 
brandy untaxed, except through the dexterity of the smuggler 
but ships left the Clyde laden with the produce of Scottish looms, 
to return from Barbadoes and Virginia freighted with sugar and 
tobacco—the first elements in the commercial greatness of Glas- 
gow. The progress of prosperity is clearly marked by the 
growth of the revenue. Previous to the Union, the customs of 
Scotland were farmed for L.30,000 per annum, and the excise 
for L.35,000: a century later, the excise alone amounted to 
nearly two millions. Since that period the progress of trade and 
commerce has been greater still; and now the long lines of noble 
ships which crowd the wharfs of Leith, Dundee, Greenock, and 
the Broomielaw, discharging the produce of every quarter of the 
globe, and the incessant whir of a machinery which supplies mil- 
lions of the human family with clothing, are a ponds, 2 con- 
trast to the few sloops which two centuries ago traded with 
Flanders, and the thrifty housewife’s spinning-wheel, which spun 
lint according to the needs of the household. 

Banks followed in the wake of trade. A few years after the 
Bank of England had been designed by a Scotchman, the Bank 
of Scotland was organized by an Englishman. In Edinburgh it 
flourished from the first; but branch-offices, which it attempted 
to establish at Glasgow, Montrose, Dundee, and Aberdeen, 
utterly failed, and in these towns, for a considerable time after- 
wards, the banking business remained in the hands of prosperous 
shopkeepers. The same individual sold sugar, tobacco, and 
woollen goods, and dealt in bills of exchange. The merchant in 
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the Grassmarket, who had a reputation among his fellow-citizens 
of being a man of substance, at his counter in the back shop, 
took in money at interest, gave it out on loan, discounted bills, 
bought sugar-house notes, and otherwise transacted the small 
banking business of the community, as is the case in many parts 
of Europe at the present day. In 1727 the Royal Bank came 
into existence, when as yet England had only one bank, and 
people predicted nothing but disaster from the rivalry of the 
two. But their prophecies proved false, and slowly the joint- 
stock banking system was extended to every large town in the 
kingdom. 

The immense mass of materials furnished us by Mr Chambers 
tempts us to go on; but we must have done. We have purposely 
refrained from saying anything regarding the religious history of 
Scotland, as that, unfortunately, is as much as ever a bone of 
contention. We cannot, however, refrain from remarking that 
Mr Chambers has betrayed a worse than want of sympathy with 
the Presbyterian Church of his country. Every act of intoler- 
ance and bigotry of which it has been guilty is carefully chro- 
nicled, while there is an almost entire silence regarding the cruel 
sufferings it has endured, and the heroic virtues it has developed. 
It is true there is much in the presbytery of the seventeenth 
century which appears unamiable, harsh, and domineering to the 
man of the nineteenth century; but it inherited these in a great 
measure from its Roman mother,—it had them in common with 
the other churches of the period,—and its very fanaticism was 
almost rendered necessary by the persecutions to which it was 
exposed. Toleration is a growth of very modern date, and let 
us thankfully acknowledge that we owe it in a large measure to 
the Independents and Quakers. 

A continuous and almost unchecked progress may be traced 
during the whole two centuries embraced by the Annals. At 
first it was very slow, for the tyranny of the Crown and the 
struggles of the people stood in its way; but after the union of 
the kingdoms it became more rapid and decisive. When the 
‘Annals’ begin, we have the mail-clad baron, dwelling in his keep, 
leading his band of marauding and murdering vassals to devas- 
tate some neighbour’s lands, drawing his sword and stabbing his 
enemy in the streets of the capital, and perhaps in the presence 
of his king, hanging his gillies according to his own good plea- 
sure ;—when they end, we see the last great rebellion put down, 
the chieftains deprived of their heritable jurisdictions, and the 
might of the law made to be felt in every part of the kingdom. 
When they begin, the people were in profound ignorance, few 
could read, fewer could write ; for the Reformation, notwithstand- 
ing the great impulse which it gave to thought, at first destroyed 
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the means of education rather than increased them, and the 
greed of the barons hindered the noble plan of the Reformers, to 
attach a school to every church ;—when they close, we find a 
school in every parish, and boys already coming from these, the 
sons of peasants, but destined to make their country respected 
for All sonenen energy, and enterprise in every quarter of the 
world. When they begin, there were few manufactures, little 
commerce, profound poverty; when they end, the seeds were 
already sown of the gigantic trade and abounding prosperity of 
the present day. 

But though an impetus had been given, the motion was still 
slow. There has been more progress during the last fifty years 
than there had been for six centuries before. All the great im- 
provements of social and domestic life are quite modern. The 
present generation has seen our cities illuminated with gas—our 
rivers and oceans ploughed by steam-ships—our whole land in- 
tersected by railroads, It has beheld the wonders of the tele- 
graph and photography. It has seen the comforts, the conve- 
niences, and the luxuries of life multiplied ten-fold. Is this 
ome gag to go on with still increasing speed, or must there be a 
imit to it? Will some future century, from its higher pinnacle 
of perfection, wonder at our vaunts of civilisation, as we wonder 
at the boastful way in which the classic Buchanan speaks of the 
refinement of his age? Or must all modern, like all ancient civi- 
lisation, have a period of progress, of culmination, and decline ? 

After all, gas and steam, telegrams and photograms, though 
they may affect the civilisation, do not form the life-blood of a 
people. A people may be great, good, and happy without them. 
There were undoubtedly noble-minded men and women before 
there were railroads; there were wisdom, and worth, and piety, 
warm hearts and merry firesides, so long as three hundred years 
ago. It were a pity we should think that all goodness was born 
with us, and forget those rare virtues which distinguished even a 
ruder race. At the same time, the people of Scotland may justly 
congratulate themselves that, with the growth of their material 
prosperity, there has been a corresponding advancement in reli- 
gion and morals; and while foolish boasting on their part may 
not be convenient, and only fit to call forth sharp rebukes, they 
may well feel proud of their past history and their present 
condition. It is seldom so small a people plays so conspicuous 
a part. 
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Art. VIII.—Historical Theology: A Review of the Principal 
Doctrinal Discussions in the Christian Church since the Apos- 
tolic Age. By the late Witt1am Cunninenam, D.D., 
Principal and Professor of Church History, New College, 
Edinburgh. Edited by his Literary Executors. In 2 vols. 
8vo. Edinburgh: T. and T. Clark. 1862. 


For a theological treatise, this book has a remarkable degree of 
interest. Such, we are persuaded, must be the impression of 
every one who reads any considerable portion of it. It is a theo- 
logical book throughout, and nothing else. Its business is theo- 
logy ; and the business is done in a thoroughly business-like style. 
The theologian has a work before him, to explain and vindicate 
his theology. And he never, for a moment, or a page, loses sight 
of his object. And yet, even the general reader will not find it 
dry. We believe it to be, at the present time, the book for the 
laity, even more than for the clergy, if they wish to know ‘ the 
lie of the land’—to have an exact and intelligible map of the 
route which is to be traversed by any one who would know the 
course which the truth has had to run, in its contest with error, 
from the beginning of the Gospel until now. 

The work is very peculiar. It is not a history of the Church. 
It is not even a history of doctrines. It is, one might say, almost 
like a sort of hybrid between Church History and Systematic 
Theology, of both of which departments the author was professor. 
The editors have given it the best title they could. But the diffi- 
culty of giving it a right title only shows the value, as well as the 
novelty, of the plan on which the lectures are composed. 

The full value of that plan, however,—so far at least as his 
students, and the discharge of his duty towards them, were con- 
cerned,—can be but very inadequately apprehended by those 
who did not enjoy the benefit of actual attendance on Dr Cun- 
ningham’s classes. For it should be understood that he usually 
lectured, in each of his two classes, only three days a week. The 
intervening two days in each class were, for the most part, de- 
voted, the one to examinations or conversational explanations, 
and the other, partly to the reading of extracts from books,—but 
chiefly to talk about books,—or to the giving of a sort of catalogue 
raisonné of the books bearing on the topics of the lectures. We 
have reason to know that the weekly hour spent, in each class, in 
this last sort of exercise, was considered by the students to be not 
the least precious of the whole. And we cannot but regret that 
no adequate record of his teaching at these hours is, or is likely 
to be, forthcoming. 
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But the lectures are complete in themselves. The student 
might desiderate something more in the way of guidance through 
the processes which lead to the results announced. And even 
the general reader may feel the want of scriptural references and 
scriptural proofs; or, at any rate, of such directions as might 
enable him to find them for himself. But if he is at all familiar 
with his Bible, he will not be, for the most part, much at a loss. 
He will often feel as if a confused mist were cleared away, that 
had made wellknown texts and passages of Scripture all but a 
blank tohim. And the real state of the question being explained, 
—the atmosphere being, as it were, cleared and calmed by the 
reducing of a stormy controversy to its original elements of mis- 
statement and misunderstanding,—old familiar Bible sayings will 
suggest themselves to his mind, as if rescued from a chaotic 
cloud, and instinct with light again. 

This, we think, expresses as nearly as may be, the peculiar 
service rendered by Dr Cunningham to theology and to the re- 
ligion of the Bible. It is a most seasonable service ; and he was 
pre-eminently the man to render it. His whole mental constitu- 
tion fitted him for it. He was a very helluo librorum,—a glutton 
of books. He read everything theological ; and he remembered 
everything he read. But his reading and recollection never 
involved him in the minute intricacies and details of argument 
or discussion. These he rather shunned. It was his instinct to 
do so. His taste lay in the direction of drawing general conclu- 
sions. His vast, varied, and minutely accurate erudition made 
it safe for him to indulge that taste ; and he did so, perhaps, occa- 
sionally too much. The temptation, or tendency, was so far 
warranted, by the extent of his knowledge on every point he 
handled being all but exhaustive, and its correctness being be- 
yond challenge. That was his power; and it was also, we may 
say, in some sense, ‘his infirmity.’ He was apt to assert more 
than he proved, more than he undertook at the time to prove, 
but not more than he believed he could prove. And therefore he 
often thought it enough to say that what he stated was capable 
of proof, without actually adducing the proof, but not without 
indicating, for the most part, the line in which the proof lay. 

These idiosyncrasies or peculiarities of authorship appear very 
conspicuously in the work now before us. Indeed, to estimate 
the lectures rightly and fully, in a theological point of view, the 
author’s thorough and minutely accurate acquaintance with the 
whole field over which he walks must be assumed. For there 
is no display of learning in the book; nor is there any such 
argumentative discussion of controversies as might have brought 
out incidentally, and yet adequately, the possession without the 
display. The book must be taken for what it is worth ; as giving 
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results, with a key to the processes which lead to them, rather 
than as giving the actual processes themselves. 

It may not be amiss here to specify the special points in which 
Dr Cunningham excelled as a logician. His power in that 
capacity did not lie in disputation, or the mere fence of debate, 
but in such pre-eminent qualities as the following :— 

First and foremost, he was a perfect master in ‘stating the 
question.’ The ‘ status questionis’ was his own favourite phrase 
in controversy. He always set himself, in the first place, to ad- 
just the state of the question; and he did so with consummate 
tact. His statement of a question was often, in fact, the settle- 
ment of it. Indeed, but for his full and exact knowledge, and 
his transparent honesty in the use and application of his know- 
ledge, his power of settling in this way any question, through the 
mere stating of it, might have become, if he had been unscrupu- 
lous, the weapon of a consummate sophist. There was no risk 
of that, however, in his case. He aimed, in singleness of eye, at 
the right adjustment of ‘the state of the question,’ purely and 
simply by itself, as a mere matter of logical arrangement. And 
he had a wonderful power of disentangling the precise ‘ state of 
the question,’ in each case, out of the misrepresentations, ambi- 
guities, and extraneous, collateral, but irrelevant side-currents, in 
which it is the interest of unfair disputants, and the tendency of 
half-informed ones, to involve it. He wielded a sort of Ithuriel 
spear, to detect and discard all foreign trappings, and bring every 
question, naked and bare, to stand the test of a reasonable appeal 
to the Word of God. 

We use the words advisedly, ‘a reasonable appeal ;’ for an- 
other peculiarity of Dr Cunningham’s logic in theology is to be 
noted. Whatever may have been his dislike and avoidance of 
mere dialectic sword exercise, he never failed to survey the field 
of battle, and indicate the position of the respective forces. In 
doing so, he was fair to his opponents and to their positions. He 
might not always appear to be so; for he spoke strongly, as he 
felt strongly. He often used language very unmeasured; and 
thus he did injustice to himself, by creating a prejudice as if he 
was doing injustice to his adversary. Perhaps he was somewhat 
deficient in the power of putting himself, feelingly as well as logi- 
cally, in his adversary’s place, and looking at the question from 
his adversary’s point of view. A disciple of the ethical school of 
Adam Smith, imbued with the spirit of his Theory of Moral Sen- 
timents, might have had more capacity of sympathy with men 
honestly thinking differently from himself, and might, in conse- 
quence, have used softer language in describing their opinions. 
But he could scarcely have described them, as to their real sub- 
stance, more fairly or correctly. It is rarely indeed that Dr 
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Cunningham can be found tripping in his statement of the diffe- 
rent views held on any topic, and the different lines of argument 
by which their advocates support them. 

There is yet another logical virtue to be noted in Dr Cunning- 
ham. He is careful to relegate objections to their right place. 
He does not begin with objections ; he does not parade them in 
the forefront. He insists first on the exact state of the question 
being clearly and accurately put; and next, on the positive 
= on either side, whether from reason or from Scripture, 

eing fairly considered, weighed, and balanced. Then, having 
ascertained the preponderance of evidence in favour of one or 
other of the nlliidlins views, he opens the way for the fair con- 
sideration of difficulties, as difficulties. The opposite method is 
one which a partial and disingenuous reasoner, whether consci- 
ously so or not, is but too apt to adopt. It is very prejudicial to the 
calm and candid search after truth. Obviously the first thing to 
be done, in dealing fairly with any question, either of polemical 
divinity or of historical criticism, is to take up and dispose of the 
positive evidence that bears upon it. Let the dogma, or the 
alleged fact, that is under examination,—or on its trial, as it were, 
and its defence,—have the direct and proper proofs on its behalf 
duly stated and weighed, before we call for objections and diffi- 
culties, to see if they can be answered or explained. Let the 
interrogation in chief take precedence, and then let the witnesses 
be cross-examined. To reverse this order is to pervert justice 
and confuse the cause. 

We have a notable example of this false method in Bishop 
Colenso’s way of treating the Pentateuch. He would not only, 
in the first instance, raise, but actually and finally settle, the 
whole question of its historical authenticity and trustworthiness, 
upon the mere consideration of minute points of detail, as 
to which he thinks he detects certain inconsistencies and impro- 
babilities. On the strength of these, apparently, he is prepared 
at once to ignore and set aside all the accumulated mass 
of evidence, external and internal, which the facts of Jewish 
history, the succession of prophets, and the contents of the books 
themselves afford; as well as also the direct and explicit testimony 
of our Lord and His apostles ; and to acquiesce ultimately, if need- 
ful, in the cold abstractions of natural religion. The procedure is 
as illogical as it is irreverent and indecent. It isa flagrant instance 
of the sophism, vorepov xporepov, or putting the cart before the 
horse. In fair play, the Pentateuch is entitled to the advantage 
of having its positive claims to credibility first brought forward 
and fully stated, especially the claim founded on the recognition 
of it by Him whom the Bishop has not ceased to own as 
the Son of God. Then let his formidable minute criticisms 














Logical Methods— True and False. 219 


be by all means marshalled in all their force. Let old solutions 
be torn in pieces. Let it be admitted even that in many cases 
no altogether satisfactory solutions can, at this distance of time, 
and in our altered circumstances, be suggested. And then let 
the question be honestly asked, if these unsolved, and, if you will, 
insoluble, arithmetical, or physical, or economical problems, 
occurring in writings of so old a date, which have confessedly 
suffered from the lapse of time, are really sufficient to overturn 
and outweigh the entire body of positive proof which has been 
previously built up on their behalf. 

Such is an illustration of a sort of false reasoning or vicious 
logic against which Dr Cunningham was always scrupulously on 
his guard, and against which he never ceased anxiously to warn 
his students. In every controversy which he states and discusses, 
he is most careful to put in the forefront the direct scriptural 
argument, as that which must first be thoroughly canvassed. 
Objections are to be considered afterwards; and they are to be 
considered as what they really are, objections merely, and not 
proofs. How far they are such as to constrain us to modify the 
result to which the direct scriptural argument has apparently 
been pointing, or to fence and guard it by greater fulness or pre- 
cision of statement ;—how far they are capable of answer and re- 
futation, or may be set aside as irrelevant, or may be shown to 
apply to both sides of the question, and to be inherent in the 
subject itself ;—above all, how far the strict demands of logic 
require us to go in discussing and disposing of them ;—these are 
the points to be settled, in regard to objections, as objections ;— 
and these alone. 

On the last point, especially, Dr Cunningham was accustomed 
strenuously to insist, that, resting always on the positive scrip- 
tural argument, we should not attempt to do more in the way of 
replying to an objection, or dealing with a difficulty, than the 
rigid rules of exact reasoning require. He could not well insist 
on it too strongly ; for it is a vital point, a canon of first import- 
ance in the logic of theology. The neglect of it has often weak- 
ened the defence of the truth. The assailant thus draws the 
defender down from his citadel, if not into an ambuscade, at least 
into some desultory skirmish that has no real effect on the posi- 
tion to be maintained. The impregnable heights are abandoned 
for doubtful manceuvring in a marshy plain. The defender had 
better restrain and deny himself, and * content with repelling 
the attack, without allowing himself to be carried too far in pur- 
suit, or to be tempted to act on the offensive. The objector’s 
end is often, to a large extent, gained, when in meeting him we 
try todo more than is absolutely necessary, in fair logical dis- 
cussion, for our case. For he holds us committed now to satisfy 
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him to an extent to which he is not entitled to ask that he shall 
be satisfied. We undertake to explain more than we are at all 
called upon to explain. We extend, so as to weaken, our line of 
battle. Our safety lies in modesty, not in presumption ; in our 
not seeking or assuming to be wise above what is written; to 
defend more than God’s Word requires us to defend, or to ex- 
plain more than it enables us to explain. 
. For it is this which really lies at the root of Dr Cunning- 
ham’s vast power as a logical theologian—his profound reverence 
for the authority of Holy Scripture, and his thorough determi- 
nation to subordinate and subject all his reasonings to its simple 
teachings. Never man brought his reason more boldly and fear- 
lessly to bear upon the Word of God, and upon all human sys- 
tems as ultimately to be tested by an appeal to that Word, 
rationally studied and interpreted. But never man bowed with 
more implicit submission before the sacred volume; peremptorily 
refusing to be led into any inquiries into which he could not carry 
it as a light to his feet and a lamp to his path; and with equal 
peremptoriness refusing to accept anything that could not be 
shown to be either expressly set down in Scripture, or by good 
and necessary consequence deducible from Scripture ; refusing 
also to abstain from accepting anything that, in either of these 
ways, could be nondeh and established as taught in Scripture. 
It is of course impossible to give, within our brief space, any- 
thing like an adequate view of the contents of these volumes ; 
and we do not mean to attempt any such hopeless task. All, or 
nearly all, the topics usually handled in a course of systematic 
theology come under review, and are exhibited in the light of 
the successive controversies which have led to their assuming the 
forms they now have in the symbolic books of the churches. We 
have not, indeed, a history of controversies, or even of the litera- 
ture of controversies. Dr Cunningham was fully equal to both 
of these subjects, as he often showed in his less elaborate prelec- 
tions, as well as on various public occasions, and in his reviews 
of books. He might have given in detail the facts connected 
with the most prolonged oe complicated controversy, and can- 
vassed all the voluminous authorship called forth by it. The 
present work abounds in specimens of his ability to do so. He 
was, in fact, thoroughly at home in dealing with men and their 
writings; with events, and their dates, circumstances, and bearings. 
But his plan led him rather to avoid particulars. It is, we must 
remind our readers, a plan somewhat peculiar and novel. He 
does not write either as a dogmatic divine or a church historian ; 
but as something between the two, compounded of both. What 
was the precise point in dispute? What were the different 
opinions held and taught regarding it? How are they to be 
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fairly put against one another? On what principles is the de- 
cision to turn? And what, upon the whole, may be fairly held to 
be the result? These, in substance, are the questions which he 
undertakes to answer, or to furnish the materials for answering. 
We need not scruple to say that the answer is generally favour- 
able to the views held by the religious body to which the author 
belonged. He is a staunch defender of the Westminster stand- 
ards, or of Calvinism in doctrine and Presbyterianism in church 
government. But it would be uncandid on that account to 
characterize this work as sectarian. It is, on the contrary, im- 
bued throughout with a truly catholic spirit, and breathes feel- 
ings of generous sympathy with whatever is true and good in 
any church or individual, in any system or society. He does 
full justice to those near approximations to soundness in the faith 
which are often exhibited by right-hearted followers of Christ, 
who feel better than they reason, and are really more ‘ with us’ 
than their position or their prejudice will allow them to think. 
Popish Jansenists and Arminian Methodists are evidently held 
in warm esteem. And as regards his own side of every question, 
his manner of explaining and advocating it is singularly free, we 
do not say merely from excess or extravagance, but from any- 
thing approaching to what might be called presumption or over- 
statement. 

This, indeed, is one chief excellency and recommendation 
of the book, in our judgment, that it presents what may be 
said to be the Scottish type of Christianity, the Presbyterian 
polity and system, in its most guarded and moderate form. And 
this remark applies not only to the peculiarities of Calvinism and 
Presbyterianism, but to the articles common to all evangelical 
teaching, as they are discussed here ;—the Atonement, for ex- 
ample, and the work of the Spirit in regeneration and conversion. 
So much is this the case, that we can imagine some readers— 
accustomed to the exaggerations and caricatures in which some- 
times injudicious defenders, but more frequently unscrupulous 
opponents, of these doctrines contrive to clothe them—opening 
their eyes with some measure of surprise, and beginning to ask, 
almost incredulously, Is that really all? Are these the tenets 
we have been taught to regard as so outrageous, so revolting, so 
horrible? Or has this their great champion abandoned or com- 
promised them? Is he so ashamed of them as to be driven to 
disguise them ? 

It is chiefly the portion of the work bearing upon the contro- 
versial discussions of the Reformation and subsequent times—by 
far the larger portion of it, nearly two-thirds of the whole—that 
we have in view in making this remark. The controversial dis- 
cussions which preceded the Reformation were not in themselves 
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of such a nature as to divide the orthodox; and the conclusions 
in which they resulted have been for the most part unanimously 
accepted by Reformed Christendom. The doctrines of the 
Trinity,—the divinity of the Eternal Son, His Incarnation, and 
the hypostatical union of the two natures in His one person,—the 
— and divinity of the Spirit, and His procession from the 

ather and the Son,—have been held as settled by the Council 
of Nice, to the satisfaction of the Church at large ever since. 
Even the Augustinian doctrine of grace has met with a large 
measure of acquiescence, and is not, at all events, apt to be mis- 
apprehended or misrepresented. There is more room for that 
risk in the case of ecclesiastical questions touching the constitution 
of the early Church, her internal government, her relation to the 
civil power, her modes of worship, and the rights of the Christian 
people. Even as regards these topics, however, there was a large 
measure of common understanding and agreement among the 
Reformers and the Reformed communities,—if we except that of 
England, which secular influences and considerations were al- 
lowed to mould after a peculiar fashion. In substance, Presby- 
terian parity among pastors, and the liberty of congregations in 
calling them, were pretty generally admitted to be of scriptural 
authority. Dr Cunningham discusses these topics briefly but 
clearly. He states with great precision the limits within which 
a divine sanction, founded on the Word of God, may be warrant- 
ably and safely claimed for any one form of administration, or 
any one rule of practical procedure, more than another ; point- 
ing out the reasonableness of being satisfied with such indica- 
tions of general principles and apostolic usages as reason and 
common sense may follow out and apply, and the folly of alleging . 
that we either undertake, or are bound, to produce express and 
explicit authority for every minute particular. And strictly 
observing these limits and this rule, he certainly places the 
argument for the Presbyterian system in a light that must 
leave its opponents without excuse, if they fail to do it the 
justice of fairly stating it when they declaim against it. He 
succeeds in dispelling some clouds of dust, so as to let the real 
questions at issue be sharply and clearly seen. This is the great 
service which we think he has rendered to the inquirer into an- 
cient Christianity; a service conspicuous, in a high degree, in 
his treatment of the Sacramental question, on which so much 
mist has been allowed to gather, to the great perplexity of many 
honest minds. 

For it is in theology, as developed and defined at a later stage, 
that Dr Cunningham must be owned to be a master. Thoroughly 
familiar with the writings of the Reformers, German, French, 
Swiss, and British, he had strong sympathies with the one only 
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really systematic school in which their teachings were ultimately 
embodied. For, setting aside certain Lutheran peculiarities of 
outward order and inward sacramental virtue,—for which, by the 
way, the Calvinists had far more tolerance than the Lutherans 
had for Calvinistic scruples in regard to them,—there can be no 
reasonable doubt that the full and fair gathering up of the Re- 
formation theology—a theology necessarily, in its first promulga- 
tion, more or less fragmentary—is to be found in the voluminous 
writings of the seventeenth century divines. Of these we may 
be said to have the text-book in Calvin’s Institutes, and the in- 
dex, as it were, in the Articles of the Church of England, and, 
with more accuracy and less accommodation to circumstances, 
in the Westminster Confession and Catechisms. 

But, fond as he is of the theologians of the seventeenth cen- 
tury, even of the Dutch divines and the Synod of Dort,—believ- 
ing that, in the main, the truth of God, as taught in Holy 
Scripture, is embodied in their systems,—Dr Cunningham is 
very far indeed from being chargeable with holding extreme 
views. On the contrary, his views are rather characterized by 
extreme caution and moderation. In threading the mazes of the 
successive labyrinths through which he has to wind his way, he 
advances with firm but wary step. He never exaggerates; he 
never pushes or carries a dogmatic statement beyond what is 
simply necessary for settling the question to which it immediately 
relates ; he does not allow it unduly to overshadow the entire 
field; he keeps it in its right place, and in its due subordination 
to the general scope and drift of the Christian doctrine as a 
whole. His mind was by far too large and comprehensive,—and, 
what is more, his heart was far too thoroughly filled with a sense 
of the vast magnitude of the Gospel method of salvation in its 
bearing upon God’s glory and man’s highest good,—to admit of 
his giving too great prominency to particular points of detail, or 
viewing them otherwise than in the light of the common faith of 
Evangelical Christendom. 

We admit it to be a fair subject of discussion whether our 
systems and formularies may not have gone too far in the way 
of determining authoritatively some subordinate points, or in the 
way of attempting to define, with exact logical precision, truths 
which, after all, the logical understanding can only very imper- 
fectly grasp. It is quite possible, on either or both of these 
grounds, to make out a plausible, perhaps more than plausible, 
case for revision. There may have been too great minuteness 
of detail in settling some questions of confessedly minor moment, 
which, it may be thought, might, with no great detriment to the 
very creed to be defended, have been left open questions. And 
in regard to the application of logical forms and laws to what 
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God has been pleased to reveal of Himself and of His ways, we 
must always admit that, as spiritual things can only be spiritually 
apprehended by one whom the Spirit teaches; as they must 
therefore, from their very nature, far transcend our ordinary 
modes of knowledge, and must appeal to other parts of our 
mental and moral constitution besides the mere faculty of ratio- 
cination ;—so it is possible that they may sustain some damage 
when that faculty is rudely and remorselessly brought to bear 
upon them, especially if it is supposed to make them all plain. 
‘ There are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of 
in our philosophy ;’ more things, too, in the divine philosophy 
than the moods and figures of all the syllogisms can measure. 
And perhaps we have erred in trying too much thus to measure 
them. We would not, therefore, on principle, seriously object 
to our being called to consider any well-timed and well-weighed 
lan of revision; although we have our own doubts as to the 
ikelihood of success; doubts founded on the present condition 
of the churches and the present currents of opinion, as well as 
on the extreme delicacy of the task, and the imminent hazard of 
unsettling really more than might at first be intended, and 
weakening, if not destroying, ‘the foundations ’ themselves. 


Meanwhile, we can quite understand, in the present temper of 
men’s minds, the sort of sensitiveness which many educated and 
intelligent persons, not trained in theology, are 


disposed to feel, on the score of what they are apt to regard as 
human windows narrowing the wide sweep of God's light,— 
human manacles fettering the free action of God’s grace. We 
can so far sympathize with them, and would by no means judge 
them harshly, when they seem to be for traversing some of the 
old ways,—perhaps even for removing some of the old landmarks, 
—provided only we see them really sitting with docility at the 
feet of Jesus and learning of Him only; learning, and willing to 
receive, all His teaching in His Word. 

At the same time, if we could hope to gain the ear of such 
friends, we would venture to offer a remark and make a sug- 
gestion, arising out of a pretty careful study of the volumes 
before us. We are persuaded that a candid and attentive per- 
usal even of the chapters that treat of the deepest or highest 
parts of Calvinism,—and we again assure them that they are very 
readable and easily intelligible,—would satisfy them, not only 
that Dr Cunningham does not take any ultra-position, but that 
he is so thoroughly imbued himself with the living spirit of the 
Gospel as to make all his positions defensive merely. They are 
with him, what they ought to be,—barriers against external 
assault, not hindrances to inward growth and expansion. 

It has often been explained that the apparently complex and 
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artificial character of the Church’s creeds, growing for a long 
time, from age to age, is really owing, not to any desire for de- 
finition on the part of spiritual and evangelical men simply 
pondering the Word of God, but to the endless shifts and 
sophistries to which the adversaries of sound doctrine have been 
obliged to have recourse. The accumulating list of articles, and 
their increasing particularity, is not our fault. So say the ortho- 
dox; and with some show of reason. We have been forced to 
go more into detail, in the line of the dogmatic and discriminat- 
ing adjustment of controversy, than we should have been inclined 
to do, had it not been for the skilful, and often unscrupulous, man- 
ceuvres of the enemy. He has compelled us to make our sys- 
tems and confessions more elaborate and more minutely testing 
than otherwise they might have needed to be. That is our 
apology. And it is a fair one. But at the same time it cannot 
be denied that sometimes what is merely negative has been mis- 
taken for something positive. The defensive armour, taken to 
protect life, has been assumed to be itself the life. Men have 
contented themselves with repairing and scouring the armour, 
instead of cultivating the life. And the issue has too often been 
a miserable playing at counters, with logical forms, about Chris- 
tianity, to the sad neglect of its living spirit. 

It is idle to deny that such a tendency as we have indicated 
crept in among the post-Reformation divines, and not least among 
those of the most correct and scriptural systematic creed. The 
fruit came to be reaped in the dreary harvest of indifferentism and 
rationalism which the last century bore. And the reaping is not 
over; we are still suffering under it, in more ways than one. But 
one way in which we suffer is that to which we are now specially 
adverting: the dislike, more or less avowed, of formal defini- 
tions, or exact articles, in theology. Tlence it is all-important to 
have the articles and dogmatic statements of theology placed on 
their right footing and in their right position ; as being, not iron 
bars imprisoning ‘the truth as it is in Jesus, but fences pro- 
tecting it from outward violence, that its inward vitality may 
have the freer scope for its development ;—the ‘ hedges’ round 
the ‘vine brought out of Egypt, keeping off ‘the passers-by who 
would pluck her,’ ‘the boar and wild beast who would waste and 
devour her ;’ and that for the very purpose of letting her ‘send 
forth her boughs unto the sea, and her branches unto the river.’ 
(Psalm Ixxx.) 

It is upon this principle that we are prepared to vindicate 
systematic theology, as not unfavourable to legitimate progress, 
but the reverse. By legitimate progress, we mean progress in 
the line of new and fresh discoveries of what is taught concern- 
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ing God in His Word. In this view, there must be room for end- 
less progression. And from the very outset of the Christian 
dispensation, advance has been the rule. But how has the 
advance gone on? Not by successive unsettlings of previously 
formed opinions, but in a manner the very opposite. A question 
that has been long in solution has got to be settled and set aside. 
A 60¢ wou orw has thus been gained, a standing ground for a new 
movement. By and by another loose speculation has had its 
fixed issue, after controversy, in an accepted form of belief. And 
still there has been thereafter a new step forward, not hindered 
but aided by the foothold secured. There has been no undoing 
of the past, but rather a ‘ going on from strength to strength, 

The whole history of the Church might be appealed to in sup- 
port and illustration of this remark. Starting from the strange, 
mysterious, post-apostolic period ;—where the dim and donbtful 
light we have in history betrays a certain loose chaos of doctrine 
in alliance with warm devotional feeling, not easily explained as 
coming after the clear and precise teaching of Paul, and Peter, 
and John ;—we find the law of onward movement to be that of 
successive attainments, recognised once for all, and not after- 
wards disturbed. How many protracted and doubtful contro- 
versies were, as regards the Church at large, finally closed at the 
Council of Nice? Was the closing of them, even by the most 
technical accuracy of distinctive definition, hostile to progress? 
The decisions of Nice on the mysteries of the Godhead may seem 
to some to be too minute. And if they are viewed, not as mere 
shields of the heart of Christianity, but as being themselves its 
very heart, they must necessarily kill life, and not preserve or 
promote it. But they have been accepted for what they really 
are, by orthodox and evangelical Christendom, ever since the 
Council rose. Will any one say that the acceptance of them has 
not been favourable rather than adverse to ‘ growth in grace and 
in the knowledge of Christ?’ Would we have been where we 
now are, in point of doctrinal and spiritual attainment, if all the 
endless Arian and semi-Arian logomachies were still as alert and 
busy among us, as they were in these early days of old ? 

The history of the Pelagian controversy, as we read it, tells the 
same tale, and witnesses the same truth. The Augustinian doc- 
trine of grace, indeed, was not so formally embodied in an autho- 
ritative decree as were the points disposed of by the Council of 
Trent. But practically and substantially it was a step gained, 
an attainment made. And the large measure of acquiescence 
which it secured had undoubtedly a beneficial influence on the 
medizval Church, preserving even the schoolmen from a total 
abandonment of all saving truth ; while it afforded to Luther and 
his fellow-reformers their most powerful fulcrum for lifting up 
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the long-buried Pauline principle of Justification into the pro- 
minence which, among spiritual Christians, it has ever since 
maintained. We are thoroughly persuaded that, rightly viewed, 
the ‘harmony of the Protestant confessions’ is also an instance 
in point. We believe it to be really good for the cause of real 
progress in theology that so much has been marked off as ascer- 
tained ground. Earnest inquirers, desiring to know more of the 
teaching of the Spirit in the Word, are thus all the more free to 
explore new territories and sink new shafts. It is not by throw- 
ing loose what has been fixed, but by using it, as fixed, for a fresh 
start and new advance, that the onward and upward movement 
is best promoted. 

Dr Cunningham’s main object is to bring out clearly, and 
with the utmost possible caution, what, in the judgment of 
the great body of biblical Protestants, is held to be thus fixed. 
That is his special service and contribution to theology. He 
is not himself an explorer or breaker up of new fields. His ten- 
dencies are all conservative. He ‘stands in the old paths.’ But 
he clears and cleans these old paths wonderfully. He shows us, 
with exact precision, whereabouts we are; where Calvinism, 
rightly understood, would place us. In particular, he points out, 
in discussing the several articles of the evangelical and Calvin- 
istic creed, the precise benefit which that creed renders to 
Christianity, by putting the ultimately insoluble problems which 
enter into every system in such positions, with reference to the 
truths essential to saving faith, as not to touch either the free 
and sovereign grace of God, or the absolute dependence and 
responsibility of man. It is a great mistake to suppose that those 
who lean to the views commonly connected with the name of 
Calvin undertake or profess to ‘explain all mysteries” Our 
object simply is to assign to them,—according to Scripture, as 
they think,—‘ a local habitation, not within the ken of human 
experience, but in the inscrutable counsels of the Most High, 
where they may remain unsolved, without affecting the actual 
dealings of God and man with one another, on the terms of the 
open Gospel. All we care for is to prevent their being so mis- 
placed, through attempts to solve or evade them, as to force a 
consistent reasoner, by sheer stress of logical consistency, to 
make God’s love more conditional than Scripture makes it, and 
man after all his own saviour. It is only in defence of the 
common doctrines of grace that we care to maintain the pecu- 
liarities of Calvinism. We believe that the surrender of the 
latter puts in peril the former, and has invariably been found 
to do so. But we are not careful to press Calvinistic points 
beyond what is, in our view, absolutely necessary for the safety, 
in the long run, of the great cardinal truth, that ‘by grace we 
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are saved, through faith ; and that not of ourselves, it is the gift 
of God.’ 

This is a principle of which Dr Cunningham never loses sight. 
And it leads him often to stop short where others, less wise or 
less learned, have pressed on, and to warn his students inces- 
santly against the danger of going beyond what the strict re- 
quirements of sound reasoning absolutely demand, in the way 
of explanation or argument, for vindicating the scriptural doc- 
trines of grace. It is this also which imparts to his statements, 
even on the most difficult and complicated questions, such clear- 
ness as may enable the non-theological reader easily and with 
pleasure to follow him through his whole unravelling of the 
subtlest web. And it is this that, in our judgment, makes the 
evangelical system, as he has expounded it, old as it is, and stiff 
and formal as many think it, not a hindrance, but a help to free 
thought ; not a barrier to progress, but a foundation for it. We 
ourselves look for progress. We expect new developments of 
the truth of the Gospel. We believe that there are lines of theo- 
logical thought to be prosecuted, mines of theological wealth to 
be explored, such as may place many old things in a new light. 
We are persuaded that there is much connected with the rela- 
tion into which a sinner is brought to God when he is reconciled 
by the death of His Son that the Reformers themselves failed, 
and their successors still more, fully to grasp. But we have no 
idea that anything is to be gained in the way of deeper insight 
or higher attainment by unsettling past conclusions. We look 
for more stately fabrics; to be built, however, on the old founda- 
tions. 


Our readers will naturally expect us to give them some speci- 
mens of Dr Cunningham’s method of handling controversy. 
This is not very easy ; for we can scarcely ever find in his dis- 
cussions a short passage complete in itself. ‘The whole chapter 
in which any passage we might select stands, would need to be 
read and studied in connection with it. The few extracts which 
follow are designed mainly to confirm the views already submitted 
with regard to his eminently wise caution and moderation in 
stating and limiting ‘ the question,’ 

We take our first extract from the chapter on the Socinian 
Controversy. It relates to the doctrine of the Trinity. He thus 
opens his defence of that great truth :— 


‘ The importance of attending carefully to the true and exact state 
of the question, in regard to the doctrine of the Trinity, is fully 
evinced by this consideration, that the opponents of the doctrine, 
base, directly and immediately upon the state of the question, a charge of 
its involving a contradiction, and of its being inconsistent with the 
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admitted truth of the unity of God. The duty of Trinitarians, in 
regard to this subject of settling, so far as they are concerned, the 
state of the question, ought to be regulated by far higher considera- 
tions than those which originate in a regard to the advantages that 
may result from it in controversial discussion. ‘The positions which 
we undertake to maintain and defend in the matter,—and this, of 
course, settles the state of the question in so far as we are concerned,— 
should be those only, and neither more nor less, which we believe to 
be truly contained in, or certainly deducible from, the statements of 
Scripture,—those only which the Word of God seems to require us 
to maintain and defend, without any intermixture of mere human 
speculations or attempts, however ingenious and plausible, at defini- 
tions, explanations, or theories, beyond what the Scripture clearly 
sanctions or demands. ‘The defenders of the doctrine of the Trinity 
have often neglected or violated this rule, by indulging in unwar- 
ranted explanations and theories upon the subject, and have thereby 
afforded great advantages to its opponents, of which they have not 
been slow to avail themselves. And when, warned of their error by 
the difficulties in which they found themselves involved, and the 
advantages which their opponents, who have generally been careful 
to act simply as defenders or respondents, seemed in consequence to 
enjoy, they curtailed their speculations within narrower limits, and 
adhered more closely to the maintenance of scriptural positions, their 
opponents have represented this as the effect of conscious weakness 
or of controversial artifice. The truth, however, is, that this mode 
of procedure is the intrinsically right course, which ought never to 
hhave been departed from,—which they were bound to return to, 
from a sense of imperative duty, and not merely from a regard to 
safety or advantage, whenever, by any means, their deviation from 
it was brought home to them,—and which it is not the less incum- 
bent upon us to adhere to, because the errors and excesses of former 
defenders of the truth, and the advantages furnished by these means 
to opponents, may have been, in some measure, the occasion of lead- 
ing theologians to see more clearly, and to pursue more steadily, 
what was in itself, and on the ground of its own intrinsic excellence, 
the undoubted path of duty in the matter.’-—Pp. 203, 204. 


Having laid down this sound principle, Dr Cunningham pro- 
ceeds to apply it. The duty incumbent on Trinitarians, in 
dealing with the allegation that the doctrine, ‘even when most 
cautiously and carefully stated, involves a contradiction in itself, 
and is inconsistent with the divine unity,’ is thus put :— 


‘It will be understood, from the exposition of principles formerly 
given, that we do not deny that such allegations are relevant, and 
that they must in some way or other be disposed of; and it will also 
be remembered, that sufficient grounds have been adduced for main- 
taining the two following positions upon this point: First, that when 
the Scripture is admitted in any fair sense to be the rule of faith, the 
Jirst step should be simply to ascertain, in the faithful and honest use 
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of all appropriate means, what it teaches, or was intended to teach, 
upon the subject,—that this investigation should be prosecuted fairly 
to its conclusion, without being disturbed by the introduction of col- 
lateral considerations derived from other sources, until a clear result 
is reached,—that an allegation of intrinsic contradiction or of con- 
trariety to known truth, if adduced against the result as brought out 
in this way, should be kept in its proper place as an objection, and 
dealt with as such,—that, if established, it should be fairly and 
honestly applied, not to the effect of reversing the judgment, already 
adopted upon competent and appropriate grounds, as to what it is 
that Scripture teaches (for that is irrational and illogical), but to the 
effect of rejecting the divine authority of the Scriptures. Secondly, 
that in conducting the later part of the process of investigation above 
described, we are entitled to argue upon the assumption that the 
doctrine of the Trinity has been really established by scriptural au- 
thority,—we are under no obligation to do more than simply to show 
that the allegation of contradiction, or of inconsistency, with other 
truths, has not been proved; and we should attempt nothing more 
than what is thus logically incumbent upon us. 


He deals chiefly with the last of the two Socinian objections, 
that the doctrine of the Trinity is inconsistent with the divine 
unity. And after adverting to the danger of attempting too 
much in the way of explanation or illustration, he brings the 
matter to a point in the following weighty sentences :— 


‘But even when applied only to the second of these purposes,— 
namely, to afford proofs or presumptions of possibility,—they ought 
to be regarded as unnecessary, unsafe, and inexpedient. Strictly 
speaking, we are not bound to produce positive proof even of the 
possibility of such a combination of unity and distinction as the doc- 
trine of the Trinity predicates of the divine nature, but merely to 
show negatively that the impossibility of it, alleged upon the other 
side, has not been established; and the whole history of the contro- 
versy shows the great practical importance of our restricting ourselves 
within the limits beyond which the rules of strict reasoning do not 
require us to advance. The only question which we will ever con- 
sent to discuss with our opponents upon this point,—apart, of course, 
from the investigation of the meaning of Scripture,—is this: Has it 
been clearly proved that the received doctrine of the Trinity, as set 
forth in our symbolical books, necessarily involves anything incon- 
sistent with the unity of the Godhead? And there need be no hesi- 
tation in answering this question in the negative. No proof of the 
allegation has been produced resting upon a firm and solid basis,— 
no argument that can be shown to be logically connected with any 
principles of which we have clear and adequate ideas. Itis the divine 
nature,—the nature of the infinite and incomprehensible God,— 
which the question respects; and on this ground there is the strongest 
presumption against the warrantableness ‘of positive assertions on the 
part of men as to what is possible or impossible in the matter. The 
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substance of the allegation of our opponents is, that it is impossible 
that there can be such a distinction in the divine nature as the doc- 
trine of the Trinity asserts, because God is one; and they must 
establish this position by making out a clear and certain bond of con- 
nection between the admitted unity of God and the impossibility of 
the distinction asserted. The substance of what we maintain upon 
the point is this,—that every attempt to establish this logical bond 
of connection, involves the use of positions which cannot be proved, 
just because they assume a larger amount of clear and certain know- 
ledge, both with respect to the unity and the distinction, than men possess, 
or have the capacity and the means of attaining.’-—P. 208. 

The extract which follows is from the chapter on the Ar- 
minian controversy. The immediate subject is ‘ Predestination, 
State of the Question.” The reader will find here an example 
of what was remarked by us a little ago, that Dr Cunningham 
is not only careful to limit himself to what the necessity of the 
case, in the view of reason and Scripture, requires, when he has to 
deal with these high mysteries, but is also chiefly concerned, in 
dealing with them, to conserve the practical doctrines of grace. 
It is not so much on their own account, as on account of their 
bearing on the Gospel method of salvation, that he attaches im- 
portance to them :— 

‘The substance of the Calvinistic doctrine is:—that God, from 
eternity, chose, or elected, certain men to everlasting life; and re- 
solved, certainly and infallibly, to effect the salvation of these men, 


‘in accordance with the provisions of a great scheme which He had 


devised for this purpose,—a scheme without which no sinners could 
have been saved; and that, in making this selection of these indi- 
viduals, who were to be certainly saved, He was not influenced or 
determined by the foresight or foreknowledge, that they as, distin- 
guished from others, would repent and believe, and would persevere 
to the end in faith and holiness; but that, on the contrary, their 
faith and conversion, their holiness and perseverance, are to be traced 
to His election of them, and to the effectual provision He has made 
for executing His electing purpose or decree, as their true and only 
source,—they being chosen absolutely and unconditionally to salva- 
tion ; and chosen also to faith, regeneration, and perseverance, as the 
necessary means, and, in some sense, conditions, of salvation. Now, 
if this doctrine be denied, it is plain enough that the view which 
must be taken of the various points involved in the statement of it, 
is, in substance, this:—that God does not make from eternity any 
selection of some men from among the human race, whom he resolves 
and determines to save; that, of course, he never puts in operation 
any means that are fitted, and intended, to secure the salvation of 
those who are saved, as distinguished from others; and that, conse- 
quently, their faith and regeneration, with which salvation is insepa- 
rably connected, are not the gifts of God, effected by His agency, 
but are wrought by themselves, in the exercise of their own powers 
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and capacities. On this theory, it is impossible that God could have 
decreed or purposed the conversion and salvation of those who are 
saved, any more than of those who perish. And the only way in 
which their salvation, individually, could have come under God’s 
cognisance, is that merely of its being foreseen as a fact future,— 
which would certainly take place,—though He neither decreed nor 
caused it,—their own acts in repenting and believing, and persever- 
ing in faith and obedience, simply foreseen as future, being the cause, 
or ground, or determining principle of any acts which God either 
did or could pass in regard to them, individually, as distinguished 
from the rest of their fellowmen. This brings out the true, real, and 
only possible alternative in the case; and it is just, in substance, 
this: whether God is the true author and cause of the salvation of 
those who are saved? or whether this result is to be ascribed, in 
each case, to men themselves? Calvinistic and Arminian writers 
have displayed a considerable variety in their mode of stating and 
discussing this subject: and Calvinists, as well as Arminians, have 
sometimes imagined that they had fallen upon ideas and modes of 
statement and representation, which threw some new light upon it, 
—which tended to establish more firmly their own doctrine, or to 
expose more successfully that of their opponents. But the practical 
result of all these ingenious speculations has always, upon a full 
examination of the subject, turned out to be, that the state of the 
question was found to be the same as before,—the real alternative 
unchanged,—the substantial materials of proof and argument un- 
altered; and the difficulties attaching to the opposite doctrines as 
strong and perplexing as ever, amid all the ingenious attempts made 
to modify their aspect, or to shift their position. 

‘The practical lesson to be derived from these considerations,— 
considerations that must have suggested themselves to every one who 
has carefully surveyed this controversy,—is, that the great object we 
ought to aim at, in directing our attention to the study of it, is this: 
to form a clear and distinct apprehension of the real nature of the 
leading point in dispute,—of the true import and bearing of the only 
alternatives that can be maintained with regard to it; to familiarize 
our minds with definite conceptions of the meaning and evidence of 
the principal arguments by which the truth upon the subject may 
be established, and of the leading principles applicable to the diffi- 
culties with which the doctrine we have embraced as true may be 
assailed ; and then to seek to make a right and judicious application 
of it, according to its true nature, tendency, and bearing, without 
allowing ourselves to be dragged into endless and unprofitable specu- 
lations, in regard to its deeper mysteries or more intricate perplexi- 
ties, or to be harassed by perpetual doubt and difficulty.’—Pp. 431- 
433. 


We should have liked to give several more extracts, more 
especially on the subject of the Atonement and on the Sacra- 
mental question. We fear, however, that we should be tempted 
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to extend our quotations to an undue length; and we must con- 
tent ourselves with referring our readers to the work itself. 

We have tried to confine ourselves to a simple account of what 
appear to us to be Dr Cunningham’s characteristic qualities as a 
theologian, as these are indicated in the volumes before us. We 
are not insensible to faults and defects that may be pointed out. 
It may be admitted that Dr Cunningham’s style is often cumbrous 
and lumbering, and that his manner is diffuse and sometimes 
prolix. The compensating excellency, however, is his rare faculty 
of making his meaning always plain ; ; so plain ‘that we may well 
pardon his repetition of thoughts and accumulation of words for 
the sake of the ease with which we are thus enabled to follow him, 
even in his most difficult disquisitions. To some it may seem an 
objection that Dr Cunningham dwells so much on old theology, 
and indicates so little familiarity with the divines of the modern 
German schools. Certainly he was most at home among writers 
of English, French, and Latin. But it would be a mistake to 
imagine that he was a stranger to modern forms of thought in 
Germany, as well as elsewhere. A minute acquaintance with 
German works we cannot, indeed, ascribe to him; but he knew 
enough of their authors, and of the opinions they held, to ensure 
his looking at all questions in the full light of the present day, as 
well as of the past. The province w hich he had to cultivate in 
the chair which he occupied, and the plan which he formed for 
cultivating it, naturally led to his using his vast stores of learning 
as he has 1 used them, in gathering up the fruits of former cen- 
turies of debate. He was always, however, intensely alive to the 
present exigencies of the Church, both in a doctrinal and in a 
practical point of view; and it will not be easy to convict him 
of ignorance of any recent speculations having any important 
bearing on the subjects he has discussed. 

It would be wrong to close without expressing our sense ort 
the admirable manner in which Dr Cunningham’s literary exe- 
cutors, his highly esteemed colleagues and beloved friends, 
Professors Buchanan and Bannerman, have executed their diffi- 
cult task. To their careful and faithful editing we owe, in large 
measure, the readableness of these lectures, of which we spoke at 
the beginning of our article. These gentlemen are well entitled 
to the warmest thanks of all Dr Cunningham’ s admirers, and of 
the Church at large. 
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Art. [X.—1. Debate in the House of Commons, 8th May 1862. 
2. Quarterly Review. No. 214. 1860. 
3. Quarterly Review. No. 225. 1863. 


‘AFTER us, the deluge, was a prophecy unfulfilled. Since 
it was made, more than one Ministry has held office, and 
the deluge is not yet. There has never been wanting a 
body of men willing to sacrifice themselves for their country’ s 
good—to bear the burdens and dispense the patronage of 
the State. Yet it cannot be denied that the deluge has 
often seemed imminent; and even at the present time, a 
rainbow in the political sky, assuring us against such a plu- 
viose calamity, would be a welcome sign. In plain English, 
the position of parties is not satisfactory. We have, indeed, 
‘ Ministerialists,’ and ‘an Opposition.’ According to rule, one 
body of men sit on the right of the Speaker, and another on 
his left, in the usual orthodox w ay ; but the outer world is sorely 
puzzled to detect much difference in principle between them. 
The whole thing appears too much like a mere fight for place, 
and such an appearance is not seemly. It is not cood that the 
country should regard the great parties of the State as strug- 
gling only which shall be Cin, animated by no better motive 
than a desire for ‘loaves and fishes,’ endeavouring after no 
higher aim than the establishment of their own claims to power. 

This position of uncertainty and confusion dates from the 
repeal of the Corn Laws. It would have been in every way 
a gain had Lord Russell been able to carry that measure, 
instead of Sir Robert Peel. If Lord Russell shrank from 
the task because of some wretched dissension between Lord 
Grey and Lord Palmerston, it was unworthy weakness. But 
if he felt that, owing to the state of parties at the time, Sir 
Robert Peel might be : able to carry through the measure without 
turmoil or popular clamour, while he could only ensure success 
if supported by an agitation like the agitation of ’32, and re- 
linquished for such reasons the glory of inaugurating hee trade, 
then it is not too much to say that he manifested a spirit d 
most noble self-denial. Yet, even if this feeling ruled him, we 
may venture to think that it was a mistaken ‘feeling. Peace 
and tranquillity in 1846 may have been purchased too dearly 
by a line of conduct which has made every thing unsettled since. 
Had Lord Russell carried the repeal of the Corn Laws, he 
would not only have accomplished a great victory, and added 
to the associations which already dienify the Whig party the 
memory of another great reform achieved by them ; he would 
have rendered a more important service to the State, i in this, 
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that he would have preserved the Conservative party unbroken. 
As it was, the organization of both parties was completely 
destroyed. The Whigs turned out the Peel Ministry for no 
reason on earth, and proceeded to govern on the very prin- 
ciples for the successful vindication of which Sir Robert had 
lost office. Many of the Liberal party saw the change with 
dislike, and regretted the downfall of the Minister who had 
firmly established that commercial policy which they themselves 
had long advocated in evil days. An Administration with such 
a beginning could never fare well: and, accordingly, Lord 
Russell’s Administration was neither prosperous nor dignified. 
It fell unpitied; and at its fall the Whig party was more dis- 
organized than ever. The Tories fared even worse. Its best 
men followed their great leader. The bulk of the party for- 
swore their allegiance, set up the standard of revolt, elected 
Lord George Bentinck, and, on his death, Disraeli, as their 
chief, and adopted Protection as their principle. It was an 
error fertile in mischief. It made them, to adopt the gentle 
phraseology of Carlyle, a ‘sham’ and a ‘lie’ The basis on 
which they existed as a party was the advocacy of a principle 
which they could not carry out, and which, in point of fact, 
they abandoned as soon as they incurred the responsibilities of 
office. From this error they have never recovered ; this want 
of a principle they have never supplied. They built their house 
on the sand, and it has not endured. 

To these causes we owe the present unsatisfactory state of 
affairs. The principles of parties are not fixed ; the allegiance of 
party-men is not secure. Government by party is a necessity 
in the English Constitution; and to the good working of 
Government by party, it is requisite that party distinctions be 
clearly drawn, and that members of a party be faithful to their 
colours. When it is otherwise, as unhappily it is at present, 
we are exposed to a rapid succession of weak Governments,— 
a state of things which no lover of representative institutions 
can contemplate without alarm. 

Hitherto the Whigs have undoubtedly had the best of it. 
Twice, since Sir Robert Peel resigned, the Tories have held 
office. On both of these occasions their tenure was brief, and 
their failure ignominious. With the exception of these two 
periods, the Liberals, under one form or other, have been in 
power for the last sixteen years. Particular Administrations have 
risen and fallen; the party has sustained some rude shocks; the 
reputations of some leading men have been grievously damaged ; 
yet, on the whole, fortune has steadily smiled. Nor at the pre- 
sent moment does she evince any sign of withdrawing her favours. 
Ministers will meet Parliament with cheerful confidence; the 
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Opposition, eager for victory, cannot see its way clearly—is even 
uncertain as to the field of battle. 

Much of this is owing, beyond question, to the personal 
popularity of Lord Palmerston. We doubt greatly whether any 
Premier more entirely popular in the proper sense of the word 
has ever governed England. Many have been more powerful ; 
none, we think, so much liked. From the first Lord Palmerston 
has been a favourite in society and in the House; but his exceed- 
ing popularity throughout the country may, perhaps, be dated 
from the great discussion on his foreign policy in 1850. Con- 
demned in the Lords, he was eulogized by the Commons ; and 
his celebrated vindication—‘ that gigantic intellectual effort,’ as 
the Times called it—convinced the whole nation that the verdict 
of the Lower House was the true one. Since then he has done 
much to increase his popularity, and nothing which has materially 
diminished it. .The people generally approved of his prompt 
recognition of Louis Napoleon in ’52. They felt that he had hit 
the real truth when he came to the conclusion that the co- 
existence of the President and the Assembly had become an im- 
possibility ; and that if one or the other were to prevail, it were 
better that it should be the President. They were indignant 
at the dismissal of the Minister. They felt that he had been 
unwarrantably interfered with by the Crown, and unworthily 
deserted by his colleague. Less noisily, but not less surely, did 
Lord Palmerston strengthen his popularity by his unostentatious 
discharge of the duties of Home Secretary under Lord Aberdeen. 
The public never fail to appreciate disinterestedness. And they 
admired warmly the patience which could bide its time, and the 
unselfishness which refrained from urging claims so well founded 
to a more honourable post, in order that the country, during an 
arduous contest, might enjoy the benefit of a powerful Govern- 
ment. Still more did they admire the courage which, when so 
many turned pale, and shrank from responsibility and danger, 
brought Lord Palmerston to the front, and kept him there un- 
swerving, until the danger passed away, and an honourable peace 
was restored to the wearied State. Prosperity so long continued 
induced at last too great self-confidence ; it cannot be denied 
that our Premier, like Jeshurun, waxed fat and kicked. The 
levity and petulance which, about this period, he occasionally 
displayed, went far to hasten the overthrow of his first Administra- 
tion. Yet it may be doubted whether it did him much harm 
with the country. It was confined exclusively to Parliament. 
It made several members his enemies ; it offended, for the time, 
the taste of the House. But it did not go further. The people, 
who only heard of it all, would not give up their favourite 
because of a few ill-timed jokes, or a tone of sarcasm occasionally 
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too contemptuous. And with regained office, this slight fault 
has passed away. He does not, indeed, depend on solemnity to 
sustain his dignity ; ; nor does he spare a hard hit when deserved, 
as Mr Cobden can testify. But since his return to power, he has 
curbed that constant levity which made Punch anticipate that 
some evening he would delight the House with the melody of 
‘ Hot Codlins and he has shown no traces of that arrogance 
which led him to assail, in a manner quite unbecoming, a gentle- 
man so deserving of respect and courtesy as the member for Perth- 
shire. Afiliction, though borne but a short time, has cured this, 
and Lord Palmerston’s general courtesy is now not less con- 
spicuous than his ability. The only man whom he has of late 

ut down is Mr Cobden ; the only subject on which he has of 
fate shown himself intolerant of opposition, is the subject of our 

national defences. On both points there can be no doubt but 
that the feeling of the country is entirely with him. Nothing 
tends so much to strengthen Lord Palmerston’s hold on power as 
the widespread conviction that the honour of England is safe in 
his hands. ‘The people are well assured that, under his admini- 
stration, the shores of England will be secure so far as man can 
make them, and that even beyond these shores they may rely 
with confidence on the protection of the English name. The 
Civis Romanus theory has something of swagger about it cer- 
tainly, but it is at all events well calculated to gain popularity 
in Rome. 

Neither of Lord Palmerston’s Administrations has produced 
great changes, and in some quarters this is urged against him as 
a grave reproach. But the nation does not sy mpathize with this. 
The desire of the people is to be well governed; and so long as 
they are aware that this desire is fulfilled, they are not eager for 
organic changes. A certain class of politicians seem to entertain 
the belief that it is the duty of a Liberal Ministry to be always 
occupied in carrying some great measure of reform. If this 
were so, a Liberal Ministry would be one of the greatest nuisances 
which could afflict the country. ‘ Measures, “not men,’ is the 
shibboleth of this section,—a cry often directed against Liberal 
Ministers, who are expected to accomplish all things that may be 
desired by anybody. The truth i is, nothing was ever more falla- 
cious than this outcry. ‘How vain,’ says s Fox, ‘how idle, how 
presumptuous, is the opinion that laws can do everything ; and 
how weak and pernicious the maxim founded on it, that “ mea- 
sures, not men,” must be attended to.’ In which opinion a yet 
more philosophic statesman than Fox concurs. ‘It is an ad- 
vantage, says Mr burke, ‘to all narrow wisdom and narrow 
morals, ‘that their maxims have a plausible air, and on a cursory 
view appear equal to first principles. They are light and port- 
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able. They are as current as coin, and about as valuable. They 
serve equally the first capacities and the lowest ; and they are at 
least as useful to the worst men as to the best. Of this stamp 
is the cant of “not men, but measures,”—a sort of charm by 
which many people get loose from every honourable engagement.’ 

We do not, therefore, care to deny that the present Admini- 
stration has not characterized itself by passing great and impor- 
tant measures. On the other hand, it has characterized itself by 
governing the country wisely and successfully. Prosperity is 
much in this world; and Lord Palmerston has been, to an unusual 
degree, a prosperous Minister. The present position of England 
is well calculated to inspire every Englishman with thankfulness 
and rational pride. At home, we have endured and have over- 
come a calamity so awful, that we ourselves, in spite of many 
warnings, would never seriously contemplate the possibility 
of its occurrence; and which has always been considered by 
foreigners, when speculating on our future, as the inevitable 
ruin of England’s prosperity, and the termination of Eng- 
land’s greatness. The cotton supply has failed; yet the trade 
of the country is sound, the revenue flourishing, and the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer will have a surplus to dispose 
of. Nor has the manner in which our calamity has been 
endured and overcome been the least pleasing circumstance 
connected with it. The working-men of Lancashire have borne 
their privations with a quiet resignation which is beyond praise. 
The length and breadth of Great Britain has shown an apprecia- 
tion of such conduct, not only by frank generosity, but by every 
considerate endeavour to mitigate, so far as may be, the bitter- 
ness of alms. Some foolish men, among whom we are sorry 
to name Mr Kingsley, have accused the Lancashire capitalists 
of indifference and want of charity. The accusation has been 
thoroughly refuted; and no man repelled it more heartily than 
the man who in all England could repel it most gracefully 
and most authoritatively— Lord Derby. And the result of all 
has been, that England has come forth from the fiery trial un- 
scathed even in material prosperity; richer beyond measure in 
this, that all classes of society, from the Tory peer, through the 
rich milowner, down to the starving artisan, have learned to 
know and value the virtues they respectively possess, and have 
become more firmly knit together because of a misfortune which, 
falling heavily on one class, has been generously alleviated by 
the others. The only dark cloud on the horizon is our ex- 
penditure. We still can bear it, but with difficulty. It has 
ean forced upon us mainly by the policy of France; and there 
hardly seems any end to it, so long as the two countries will 
insist on racing against each other as to the extent and perfection 
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of their means of destroying their fellow-creatures. In the face 
of Louis Napoleon we cannot disarm, even to please Mr Cobden ; 
but we will hope that in this vital matter the Commercial Treaty 
may at last work some practical good. 

While such is the state of matters at home, the dignified posi- 
tion which England has latterly occupied in foreign politics has 
had its reward. At the close of the Crimean war we were not 
highly considered; and Lord Malmesbury’s feeble diplomacy at 
the outbreak of the Italian war brought us into yet deeper dis- 
regard. Now all this has changed. A steady perseverance in 
a policy of non-intervention, coupled with a frank avowal of 
our sympathy for the oppressed, and our hatred of oppressors, 
has gained us general esteem. We cannot say that we attach 
much value to the desire of the Greeks that an English priace 
should reign over them. We suspect that this desire was 
closely connected in the minds of that astute people with a hope 
that the power of England might some day be exerted to acquire 
Constantinople as the seat of empire for a son of England. 
Still the goodwill of a nation is not to be despised; and the re- 
luctance of the noisy agitators of Corfu to accept their proffered 
freedom, affords to all the world a striking proof that the yoke 
of England is not unbearable. America, though it does not love 
us, cannot but respect our position, determined to tolerate no 
indignity, and yet resolute in the endurance of any suffering 
rather than abandon the policy of rectitude. The great powers 
of the Continent look upon us, if not with more favour than 
before, at least with increased respect; while Italy sees in us her 
most trusted friend. The truth, that honesty is the best policy, 
never received a more forcible illustration than in the feelings 
which the last-named nation now entertains towards France 
and England respectively. We have driven no foreign invaders 
from her soil, we have not fired a shot in behalf of her liberties ; 
and yet we are esteemed more highly in the Peninsula than 
the too powerful ally who drove the Austrians from Lombardy. 
We have rendered her no aid, save by expressing our warm 
sympathy with her struggles for freedom; and this sympathy is 
more highly thought of than the victories of Magenta and Sol- 
ferino. We do not say that this is altogether fair; indeed, we do 
not think it is. The Italians, we think, do not sufficiently allow 
for the difficulties of Napoleon’s position. But it is natural; and 
it is also gratifying, for it is the deserved triumph of honesty. It 
arises simply from the fact, that our support—though not very 
efficacious against Austrian bayonets—has been without reserve ; 
has been made subservient to no ulterior political designs; has 
had its origin in no selfish motives, but in a pure love of liberty. 
Tortuous diplomacy has lost France the hegemony she held in 
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Europe a couple of years ago; straightforwardness has raised 
England to a position as dignified as she ever held after her most 
successful wars. Such have been the results of the foreign policy 
of Lord Palmerston’s Ministry. 

In spite, however, of this well-founded popularity, Lord Pal- 
merston is not, in the present Parliament, a powerful Minister, 
He holds his position in virtue of a majority of thirteen only. 
Several of his nominal adherents cannot be relied on when the 
day of battle comes. His dignified and liberal policy with re- 
gard to the Italian nation has cost him the support of those 
Irish members who take their orders from the Vatican. Against 
him is arrayed an Opposition formidable in numbers, led on by 
men eager for victory, and not very scrupulous as to the means 
of securing it. The late elections have not certainly strength- 
ened the Government; and the session of ’63 is opening amid 
rumours of wars. Yet we cannot think that the Opposition will 
begin the campaign with good prospect of success. At the late 
Devonshire manifesto, three Conservatives of the pur sang—Sir 
Stafford Northcote, Sir L. Palk, and Mr Kekewich—talked very 
‘big,’ but their talk savoured of generalities. They did not in- 
dicate, they did not speak as if they had arranged, any definite 
plan of warfare. If, however, to fight is determined on, a field 


of battle will of course be found. Whether the attack has a 
good chance for success, is quite another question ; for the Op- 


position, though, as we have said, formidable in numbers, is not 
opular with the country. Wealth, general high character, 
identification with the agricultural interest, are all on the left 
of the Speaker; and yet few things would be more unwelcome 
to the country than-the accession of the Opposition to power. 
This may seem puzzling, but the reason is not hard to dis- 
cover. ‘Two things excite against the Opposition the whole cul- 
tivated intelligence of the country,—their foreign policy, and 
their leaders. If ever the English nation felt deeply on any 
question of foreign policy, they felt and feel deeply on the ques- 
tion of Italian freedom and Italian unity. On this matter they 
can understand no middle course, and will tolerate no paltering. 
Every one has not read the blue book entitled, ‘ Correspondence 
respecting the affairs of Italy, from January to May 1859, 
in which the vacillation and incompetence of Lord Malmesbury 
were so plainly made manifest. But without encountering a 
labour so severe, no one has any difficulty in discovering that 
the sympathies of the Opposition are not with the Italian cause. 
Indeed, they take no pains to conceal this. They cheer the 
fierce onslaughts of the Pope’s brass band; they countenance 
even the drivelling of Lord Normanby. By such a line they 
may undoubtedly gain some votes on a critical division, but they 
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pay dearly for them by alienating the general feeling of the 
country. The idea of their foreign policy is an intimate alli- 
ance with the most despotic of the continental powers; and 
three months of Lord Malmesbury at the foreign office would 
gain for us the hostility of all Italy,—our sole recompense being 
the favour of Bomba and the Pope. The country would hardly 
appreciate this exchange. 

Still more does the Opposition suffer from the character of the 
man who has won, and seems likely to retain, the dignity 
of leader of the Opposition. Mr Disraeli’s political career has 
not been long, but it has been marked by strange vicissitudes 
and violent contrasts. Many public men have been inconsistent, 
but the inconsistency of Mr Disraeli has been a thing by itself. 
It is impossible to recall without a smile the fervid aspirant to 
Parliament of some thirty years ago, who told the electors of 
High Wycombe that hi- chosen guides, philosophers, and friends, 
were Messrs Hume and © ‘Yo.snell, and who rejoiced all Mary- 
lebone with the announcem::'t, that on triennial parliaments 
and vote by ballot d pended the stability of the British Con- 
stitution. ‘The choser. champion of Protection was once an ad- 
mirer of Free Trade: the man who but last session would have 
had us sacrifice everything to friendship for France, has often 
declared in no faltering tones, that a close alliance with Austria 
is the traditionary and only safe policy for England. Even the 
gyrations of Sir Edward Lytton have been nothing to this. 
But’ Mr Disraeli is at his best when he is inconsistent. The 
only one thing in which he has shown himself constant, is a 
hatred towards the middle classes, which are the strength of 
England. The nonsense of Coningsby and Sybil represents his 
political creed, so far as he has one. He has declared in graver 
writings than his novels, that ‘ the aristocracy and the labouring 
multitude form the nation.” He can sympathize with aristo- 
cracy ; he can sympathize with Chartism; he abhors with his 
whole soul moderation and moderate men. If there is any 
lesson more than another which the history of our constitution 
teaches us, it is to shun extremes, and that is the very lesson 
which Mr Disraeli has never learned. But after all, per- 
haps, his feelings are really interested with regard to one thing 
only, and that is the political fortunes of Benjamin Disraeli. 
Personal ambition is his sole motive, and he cares not how that 
ambition may be gratified. His conduct to Sir Robert Peel 
should never be forgotten or forgiven. The extravagance of 
Lord George Bentinck and his followers may be excused, but 
Mr Disraeli was actuated by no emotion so honest as anger. 
His feelings were those of spite towards the discerning Minister 
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who had refused his proffered service, and of eager desire to 
seize the opportunity of raising himself to importance. He did 
indeed raise himself into importance, for he raised himself to the 
leadership of the Tory party. The Tory party have had good 
cause to regret his success. 

‘ There is a mire,’ says a politician, by no means unmindful of 
party ties, ‘so black and so deep that no leader has a right to 
drag his followers through it’ Through such a mire Mr Dis- 
raeli has dragged the country gentlemen of England. Under 
his guidance they have shrunk from no inconsistency, they have 
stooped to any subterfuge, which held out the faintest promise of 
temporary success. The country has not forgotten, and is not 
likely soon to forget, the speeches that were delivered on Tory 
hustings in 1852. At that election Ministers and their adherents 
had one object only present to their minds—how best to secure 
the suffrages of their respective constituencies—heedless of con- 
sistency one with another, heedless even of stating truly what 
they intended to do. In the words of Lord Macaulay at the 
time, ‘ Nothing would be easier than to select from their speeches 
passages which would prove them to be Free-traders, and pas- 
sages which would prove them to be Protectionists. But, in 
truth, the only inference which can properly be drawn from a 
speech of one of these gentlemen in favour of Free Trade is, that 
when he spoke he was standing for a town; and the only infer- 
ence that can be drawn from the speech of another in favour of 
Protection is, that when he spoke he was standing for a county.’ 
Such double-dealing had its reward. From the first denied the 
confidence of the country, the Derby Government of ’52 led a 
troubled life, and died young. The trail of the serpent, or, in 
other words, the character of the Tory leader in the House of Com- 
mons, was not less manifest in the unprincipled intrigues which 
brought them again into power in 758. And the use which they 
then made of power was in all respects worthy of the means by 
which they had attained it. What they did was to carry out the 
measures of the Ministry they succeeded, against their own con- 
victions, if they had any, certainly against all their recorded 
opinions. It was now Mr Disraeli’s turn to achieve that ingenious 
fraud with which he so often reproached Sir Robert Peel—to catch 
the Whigs bathing, and to steal their clothes. Did he not then 
bethink himself of a sarcastic picture in ‘ Sybil,’ of a Conserva- 
tive minister seeking in the pigeon-holes of his Whig predecessor 
for the details of a measure which he himself had bitterly op- 

osed? Did his vituperation of the great Conservative leader on 
the night of the last Corn Law debate not recur to his memory ? 
Did the words not ring in his ears, ‘ His reputation has been made 
by trading on the intellects of others. His life has been one great 
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appropriation clause ?’ Who was now trading on the intellects of 
others? Who was appropriating unblushingly the popular policy 
of his rivals? The motive for all this has been exposed by an 
abler pen than ours. ‘The temporary support of the Radicals 
was the precious guerdon for which Conservatism was to expose 
itself to ridicule by masquerading for a season in the motley of 
Reform. . . . It was ofa piece with a policy which had 
long misguided and discredited the Conservative party in the 
House of Commons. To crush the Whigs by combining with 
the Radicals was the first and last maxim of Mr Disraeli’s par- 
liamentary tactics.’ This maxim, however, has never been pro- 
perly appreciated by Mr Disraeli’s followers. ‘Opponents were 
wont to speak almost with envy of the laudable discipline of the 
Tory party. They little knew the deep and bitter humiliation 
that was masked by the outward loyalty of its votes. The Con- 
servatives could not blind themselves to the fact, that their leaders 
held office, not because Conservatism was preferred by the House 
of Commons, but because the Radicals wished to punish the 
Whigs for not being Radical enough.’ Such was the language 
held regarding Mr Disraeli’s policy in ’58 by the Quarterly 
Review." But the sanguine writer goes on to express a hope 
that such an ‘error the Conservative party are not likely to re- 
peat.’ Alas for those who expect much, for they will certainly 
be disappointed. Sooner will the Ethiopian change his skin and 
the leopard his spots, than Mr Disraeli relinquish a policy of 
intrigue. This very ‘error,’ as the Quarterly Review so mildly 
calls it, was repeated last session, Again we saw Mr Disraeli 
‘combining with the Radicals to crush the Whigs.’ Ever since 
the last Derby Government had left office, their services in re- 
constructing our naval and military establishments had been 
loudly vaunted. Sir John Pakington, indeed, was lauded for 
the increase of our navy during his rule, as if, as some grumbler 
observed, the worthy baronet had paid the bill out of his own 

ocket. Last session all this was changed. In the debate on 
Sir Stafford Northcote’s motion on the 8th of May, the House 
was astonished to hear a new policy hinted at by the subordinate: 
adopted and elaborately expounded by te leader. For the first 
time, remonstrances against the excessive expenditure of the 
country were heard from the Opposition benches. To remon- 
strate was then quite safe, for the estimates had been passed, and 
it was too late to do any mischief. ‘Thus far Sir Staftord North- 
cote. But the great man was more explicit. He denounced in 
set terms our ‘ bloated armaments,’ and declared that they were 
rendered necessary simply by Lord Palmerston’s presumption in 
venturing now and then to differ from Louis Napoleon. If our 
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Premier would only give up the notion that England possessed, 
or should possess, any weight on foreign politics, and yield on all 
occasions to the serene wisdom of our amiable and unselfish ally, 
what a deal of money might be saved to the country! Further- 
more, the Conservative programme included our holding aloof 
from the affairs of Italy, our acquiescence in the temporal power 
of the Pope, and our respect for an anomalous position, called by 
Mr Disraeli ‘ independence,’ at present secured for the Pontiff 
by the bayonets of France. In a word, the Opposition plan for 
the opening campaign is simply to secure the economists by 
truckling to France, and to secure the Papists by hindering the 
freedom of Italy. Financial Reform and Ultra-Montanism is to 
be the new cry for Protestant Conservatism. We cannot call 
this a policy. Mr Disraeli is incapable of a policy; but it is 
the old trick which failed in ’58 played over again. Supposing 
it to be rewarded with place, would not the words of the 
indignant Quarterly Review again be applicable, and the ‘ Con- 
servatives would hold office, not because Conservatism was 
preferred by the House of Commons, but because the Radicals 
wished to punish the Whigs for not being Radical enough ?’ 
And with a yet more humiliating reason added. They would 
hold office not only because they were more ready than the 
Whigs to do the bidding of the Radicals, but also because they 
had also proved more subservient to the brass band of the Pope. 
We should not think this idea grateful to the mind of Mr Spooner. 
We do not believe that Mr Disraeli will take much by his in- 
genious device. It failed him before, and he and his party still 
suffer the consequences of that failure; and if he is allowed to 
repeat it, we feel confident that it will fail him again. He may, 
indeed, gain several votes by his alliance with Sir G. Bowyer and 
Co. But when office has been gained, these votes ‘will have 
to be paid for. It is difficult to imagine what the price will be. 
Lord Malmesbury, indeed, could easily resume his style of 59, 
and throw cold water on the cause of Italian unity, in a series of 
lengthy despatches, written in exceedingly bad English. But 
this will hardly satisfy the Irish Papists. ‘They will require some- 
thing more than ill expressed sympathy for the Pope, and dislike 
to the Court of Turin. And if there be any attempt to give 
them more, the fate of the Ministry is sealed. Lord Malmesbury 
will at best be hardly tolerated at the Foreign Office; but Lord 
Malmesbury obstructing the progress of Italian liberty would 
not remain there for a day. Nor has Mr Disraeli made a very 
great point in securing the adhesion of Mr Bright and Mr Cob- 
den. The same remark applies to them as to the Irishmen—like 
‘the gentleman in black,’ they drive a very hard bargain. 
They will keep Mr Disraeli to the bond: he must reduce our 
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armaments, and, in order to do so, he must in all things be the 
obedient servant of the French Emperor. We really quite feel 
for Lord Malmesbury. Should his leader persevere in these 
designs, he will take office, bound to show servility towards 
Louis Napoleon and hostility towards Italy; and a very nice 
time of it he will have. However, he may find comfort in the 
assurance, that the duration of his misery will be short. But 
this being the price to be paid for Mr Bright and Mr Cobden, 
we cannot help thinking that they are dear at the money. Both 
of these gentlemen are living to a great extent on a past reputa- 
tion. Mr Bright, in particular, though his powers of eloquence 
must always command attention, has lost, of late years, much of 
his influence with the nation. He has never recovered his two 
expeditions over the country, advocating democracy and inequi- 
table taxation. It was a conspicuous failure, for he urged a crusade 
against the rich, and yet the poor refused to listen to him. It is 
not pleasant to impute insincerity to any man; but Mr Bright’s 
harangues of late have been so culpably reckless, that it is diffi- 
cult to give him credit for strict conscientiousness. He seems to 
be animated by one leading idea—a bitter hatred towards the 
aristocracy of England. In order to justify this feeling, he falsi- 
fies history and colours contemporary facts. He assures those who 
yet listen to him, that the aristocracy has plunged England into 
all her wars, and is eager to plunge her into more, in order that 
the army and navy may afford provision for their younger sons ; 
and until lately, he was never weary of depicting the varied 
felicities of free, untaxed, peace-loving, and dollar-making 
America. That his imputations of a warlike spirit to aristocracies 
rather than to democracies are contradicted by all history; that, 
if nothing else, his own recollections of the Crimean war must 
refute his special accusation against the aristocracy of England ; 
that his loved America has become a byword among the nations, 
not alone from her civil war, but from her extravagance and her 
corruption, and from the tyranny under which her citizens 
groan; all these things move him not. He will not see the 
truth with regard to America; and he accuses those who do see 
the truth, of hatred towards that country, because she is a re- 
public! With a slight alteration, the well-known lines of the 
anti- Jacobin may be applied to him :— 
‘No narrow bigot he—his reasonéd view 
Thy interests, England! ranks with thine, Peru! 
France at our doors, he sees no danger nigh, 
But heaves for Yankee woes the impartial sigh ; 
A steady patriot of the world alone, 
The friend of every country—but his own.’ 


Mr Cobden is a man of a somewhat different stamp. Infe- 
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rior to Mr Bright as an orator, he is yet more entitled to respect, 
because his sincerity has never been questioned. But, with 
regard to public affairs, he may be almost styled a monomaniac. 
He is the slave of one idea, and that idea is the omnipotence of 
trade. Far be it from us to speak slightingly of British com- 
merce, or of the principles on which British commerce is con- 
ducted. Few positions in life are more dignified or more useful 
than that of a British merchant; nothing can be more un- 
worthy and more absurd than the sneers too often levelled 
by Tory writers against the mercantile community. The mer- 
chant, while he enriches himself, lays deep the foundations 
of the prosperity of his country, and his enterprise carries 
civilisation to distant lands not less surely than the labours 
of the missionary. But there is a vast difference between 
the spirit of merchandise and the spirit of trade—the mere 
love of money-getting long ago denounced by Plato. And 
it is by the latter that Mr Cobden is actuated. His first 
attempt in politics was to show that Russia should be allowed 
to have Constantinople, because the possession of it would 
increase our trade. His last endeavour has been to con- 
vince us that we may turn our swords into pruning-hooks in 
the face of Louis Napoleon’s armaments, because the Emperor 
is an adherent of Free Trade. This argument is about as rational 
as if Sir James Mackintosh had tried to persuade the Englishmen 
of his time that Europe was quite secure from attack by the 
First Napoleon, because the author of the Code Napoleon could 
never disregard all law and justice. In short, we hardly think 
that any public man has, in the same space of time, made so 
many blunders as Mr Cobden has made since the dissolution of 
the League. We all remember his visions of eternal peace, his 
undertaking to ‘crumple up’ Russia like a sheet of paper, and 
we all remember how the visions were realized and how the 
undertaking was fulfilled. Latterly he has betaken himself, 
with equal success, to the interpretation of maritime law. Here 
his ruling passion has come in, and the maritime supremacy of 
England is to be destroyed, and in consequence the position of 
England as a leading state is to be given up, in order that trade 
may go on undisturbed upon the high seas. A man animated 
by such sentiments cannot bear much love towards our present 
Premier. And, accordingly, there is no man in England whom 
Mr Cobden loves less than Lord Palmerston. He showed this 
at the close of last session. Urged on by dislike, and emboldened 
by his new alliance with Mr Disraeli, Mr Cobden assailed the 
Premier bitterly. He did not get the best of the encounter ; 
and having been foiled, he evinced a littleness and a spitefulness 
which few had expected, and which every one was sorry to 
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remark. Worst of all is the tyrannical temper of these men. 
They assail with unwarrantable vehemence every politician who 
dissents from them; they denounce as corrupt every journal 
which controverts their opinions. The fruitless rage which they 
displayed at the attitude of the nation during the Crimean war 
will long be remembered ; nor can we readily forget Mr Bright’s 
idea of a perfect newspaper, which should record the events of 
the day, and report faithfully his speeches, abstaining mean- 
while from all comment on the events, and still more religiously 
from all discussion of the speeches. In fact, these democratic 
individuals are not less arrogant and not less intolerant of the 
free expression of opinion than are democratic states. 

We do not think that Mr Disraeli has taken much by this 
new alliance. It is the fashion to speak of the ‘ Manchester 
school,’ and to regard Mr Cobden and Mr Bright as its leaders. 

Nothing can be more erroneous, and nothing, we would add, 
can be more unjust to Manchester. Messrs Bright and Cobden 
represent nobody but themselves. The general election after 
the great China debate should have put an end to this nomen- 
clature. Cobden and Bright, and all their immediate followers, 
lost their seats ignominiously. Nor was this owing solely, or 
even chiefly, to the popularity of Lord Palmerston, or to a con- 
viction of the justice of the China war. The cause of it lay 
deeper. It was attributable to the impatience which Manchester, 
and indeed all Lancashire, had long felt of those very men who 
are by some supposed to be the exponents of Manchester feeling. 
The rump of the League had become more intolerable than 
was even the Rump Parliament itself. It was felt to be wrong 
that the organization of the League should be kept up for purposes 
altogether foreign to the purposes for which that body had been 
instituted ; it was felt to be degrading that Manchester should 
take its opinions on all points from men who were able to guide 
it on one point only. The dictation, indeed, against which 
Manchester rebelled, was the inevitable consequence of the 
existence of the League. It is an evil incident to all such 
bodies, that they raise men who have only a limited knowledge 
and a special aptitude into a position of fictitious importance, 
and inflame them with the erroneous idea that they are compe- 
tent to determine all matters which concern the interests of the 
State. Mr Cobden knew thoroughly, and exposed clearly, the 

evils of monopoly ; but he is not on that account entitled to 

claim consideration as accurate in history, versed in foreign 

politics, or learned in international law. The mischiefs of 
agitation do not end with the agitation itself. They are per- 
petuated in the power acquired by the agitators, which remains 
to them long after the grievance which called them into 








248 The Prospects of Parties. 


existence has passed away. O’Connell could never have dis- 
turbed Ireland had it not been for the injustice done to the 
Roman Catholics; and had it not been for the Corn Laws 
Messrs Cobden and Bright would never lave reached the posi- 
tion they held in ’46, and which they have striven so hard to 
lose. And they have lost it effectually. Lancashire repudiated 
their policy, and rejected themselves and their followers on the first 
opportunity. At the present time, the members for Manchester do 
not belong to the so-called Manchester school. Mr Bright would 
be rejected now by Manchester as decidedly as he was before ; 
in fact, we don’t believe that there are half-a dozen men of any 
standing in that city who concur in his democratic extravagances. 
Even with regard to the present crisis, neither Mr Bright nor 
Mr Cobden truly represent the feeling of the manufacturing 
districts. Forgetting the principles of political economy which 
they have so often expounded, they would introduce Protection 
for the purpose of encouraging the growth of cotton in India, 
and they would relieve the Lancashire distress by a Government 
grant, because that distress is occasioned by the acquiescence of 
Government in the American blockade. On this latter point 
especially, not only were the laws of political economy more re- 
spected, but the feelings, both of the workmen who have so nobly 
endured, and of the capitalists who have so generously relieved, 
the present great calamity, were more faithfully interpreted by 
Lord Derby and Lord Stanley when they expressed an earnest 
hope that their county might be spared the degradation of an 
appeal for help to the Legislature. 

r Disraeli has, therefore, made a bad bargain in the ordinary 
sense of the word; and a bargain, moreover, which is creditable 
to neither of the contracting parties. ‘ England,’ as the House 
of Commons was ten years ago told in a venomous speech from 
a falling Minister, ‘has not loved coalitions. The remark is 
true; and the reason why she has not loved them, is because she 
has always suspected in them some sacrifice of principle. And 
in an alliance between extreme Tories and extreme Radicals 
there is no room for suspicion of this—there is certainty. We 
have already shown how little such an alliance accords with the 
profession of the party which Mr Disraeli leads with so much 
ingenuity, and with such unhappy results ; and we have only to 
add, that it is hardly less discreditable to the other party in the 
transaction. If the gratification of a personal dislike to Lord 
Palmerston were the only motive which actuates Messrs Bright 
and Cobden, the course they have adopted would be a very 
effective course, however doubtful its propriety. But this is 
not so. The gratification of their dislike to the Premier is 
unquestionably an object very dear to their hearts, but it is not 
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the only one they have in view. They desire to pass extreme 
measures of change at once, and at all hazards. The country 
does not wish such measures, but they do; and they are deter- 
mined to take advantage of the present state of parties in order 
to attain this end. Their end, in short, is to assail the Constitu- 
tion; and they propose to employ as means to this end the very 
men whose pride and boast it is ever to preserve the Constitution 
in its integrity. And when some of these men, more scrupulous 
than the rest, refuse to lend themselves to such a plot, Mr Cobden 
becomes mightily indignant. He who is always parading his in- 
dependence of party ties, presumed last session to be angry with 
Mr Walpole, because that gentleman refused to follow his leader 
in a policy which once proved injurious to the Opposition, and 
which, if repeated again, would damage them irretrievably—in 
a word, which is at once inexpedient and dishonest. But Mr 
Cobden thinks of none of these things. It never occurs to him 
that it is of great moment that those who govern the nation 
should have some fixed principles on which they are known to 
act. It never occurs to him that it would be a grievous evil 
were the people to form the belief that a statesman was nothing 
but a man struggling for place, and who was willing to profess 
anything and to do anything in order to obtain place. Intent 
on his own schemes, he values not the characters of public men, 
he considers not the reputation of the House; and finding Mr 
Disraeli as unscrupulous as himself, this unholy alliance is at 
once completed. 

The career of the Conservative party for the last sixteen years 
can hardly be considered a success. In our opinion it has, on 
the contrary, been an ignominious failure, and we see no prospect 
of their bettering themselves. Their whole policy has been a 
struggle for place at any price, and even in that wretched aim 
they have been baffled. They owe this undoubtedly to the 
leader who has forced himself upon them. His speeches and his 
tactics, according to the Quarterly Review of 1860, ‘ might well 
induce the nation to believe that the ‘ great party’ which he led 
cared for no ‘ great political principle’ to justify its existence ; 
that special political conviction had no more to do with its party 
struggles than with the contests of the Hippodrome ; and that the 
Conservatives registered and organized, and lavishly spent their 
money and their labour, merely that the ambition of a few, or of 
one, might be contented.’ This is abundantly true; and being 
true, it is not wonderful that distrust of their leader should dis- 
turb the minds of the Conservative party. Unscrupulous men, 
who look on politics merely as a game in which to play for self- 
advancement, will follow Mr Disraeli through every humiliation ; 
foolish men, dazzled by his intellectual fireworks, and led astray 
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by his paradoxes, admire him; men both foolish and unscrupu- 
lous find in him their favourite leader; but the country gentle- 
men of England are not confused by his subtleties, and shrink 
from sacrificing their principles in order to satisfy his greed for 
— For Jong they endured his leadership in silent discontent, 
ut at last the standard of rebellion was openly raised. The 
celebrated article in No. 214 of the Quarterly was preceded by 
mysterious announcements well calculated to increase its im- 
portance as a political manifesto. It was widely whispered that 
the coming man had come at last,—that an article in the next 
number of the Quarterly was to promulgate the true Conserva- 
tive policy, and depose Mr Disraeli from his position as leader 
of the Conservative party. The article, the advent of which 
was announced with such a flourish of trumpets, appeared in 
due course. And on the question of Mr Disraeli, it certainly 
did not speak with stammering lips. We have quoted some 
pretty strong passages from it already, but our quotations can 
give the reader but a slight idea of the bitterness of its tone. It 
denounced Mr Disraeli’s tactics as ‘ flexible and shameless ;’ it 
describes him as going forth ‘ blundering and to blunder on his 
career of disastrous leadership;’ it celebrates his ‘ unrivalled 
powers of conducting his party into the ditch. It'was and is 
no secret that this article was written by one of Mr Disraeli’s 
most eminent lieutenants, who, thinking much of his close con- 
nection with the heaven-born rulers of the country, was im- 
— of the second place, and thought that the mantle which 
ne was about to pluck from the shoulders of his plebeian chief, 
would, with general consent, adorn his own aristocratic form. 
But hope told a tale too flattering to be true. The ambitious 
aspirant was ‘ hoist by his own petard,’ and had the infelicity of 
hearing himself made game of in the House of Commons, as ‘ the 
obscure author,’ who had attempted much and had accomplished 
nothing. Mr Disraeli is like the old man of the sea—he clings 
fast round the neck of the Tory party. Reversing, with a foolish 
self-confidence, the design of Sindbad, that party administered to 
him the bitter draught of the venom of the Quarterly, but the 
result has only been to make him cling the closer. We would 
advise them to profit better by the example of the Arabian 
mariner. <A cup cf bitterness will defeat their end; but a cup 
of sweet beverage with an intoxicating influence would have the 
desired effect. And, indeed, we have heard it whispered that 
such draught is to be administered—that the Governor-General- 
ship of India is to be contained in the proffered gourd ; or, if 
this be found impracticable, could they not get him made King 
of Greece ? 
Seriously speaking, it is not creditable to the great Conserva- 
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tive party of England, that they cannot shake themselves free of 
a man whom they at once dislike and mistrust. That they do 
dislike and mistrust him cannot be questioned. There never 
was a more bitter attack made on any public man, even by his 
professed opponents, than the attack to which we have above 
referred, made on the Tory leader by the most powerful Tory 
organ. The appearance of such an article in the Quarterly, 
places beyond a doubt the fact that the pure Tories hate Mr 
Disraeli. For the article in question was not a criticism, but a 
diatribe. It did not point out a few faults into which the oppo- 
sition chief had accidentally fallen, it denounced his whole career, 
and demanded his deposition. Nor is this our only evidence. 
Every session, some few of the more conscientious and upright 
members of the Opposition break loose from ties which they feel 
degrading, and refuse to follow their leader into the mire through 
which he would conduct them with such cynical indifference 
to consistency, to principle, to character, in short, to everything 
save the immediate chance of office. And yet, despite all this, 
they cannot get rid of him. The vain effort of ‘the obscure 
author,’ like all unsuccessful rebellions, has only served to 
render more permanent and more secure the sway of the hated 
potentate. The great party of Pitt, of Canning, and of Peel, 
cannot, it appears, produce a man able to take the leadership out 
of the hands of one who has used it to all bad purposes, and to 
no single good one, who, in the language of the Quarterly, has 
led his followers only into the ditch,h—who has compelled them 
to sacrifice their most cherished principles,—who has spent him- 
self and them for no higher object than a struggle for place, and 
who has failed, even in that pitiful ambition. Opponents though 
we are, we cannot rejoice in this. It is no pleasure to see one 
of the great parties in the state weakened and discredited, 
struggling with what it feels to be disgrace, and yet unable to 
free itself therefrom. No well-wisher to his country would desire 
to see the Conservative influence in political affairs utterly 
destroyed. Speaking of the two hostile sections which, since 
1641, have contended for supremacy in the state, the great Whig 
historian of England declares the truth to be that ‘though both 
parties have often seriously erred, England could have spared 
neither. If, in her institutions, freedom and order, the advan- 
tages arising from innovation, and the advantages arising from 
prescription, have been combined to an extent elsewhere un- 
known, we may attribute this happy peculiarity to the strenuous 
conflicts and alternate victories of two rival confederacies of 
statesmen, a confederacy zealous for authority and antiquity, and 
a confederacy zealous for liberty and progress.’ It is, therefore, 
nothing but matter for regret that either of these parties should 
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wilfully destroy its good fame, and so deprive itself of its powers 
for good. The Conservative party has ine this. It has seldom 
been stronger in point of numbers; it never was weaker in ag 
of reputation and character. It is entirely their own fault. Over- 
mastered by their unprincipled leader, they have chosen the worse 
part. To gain place they have given up principle; they have 
dearly purchased two short periods of office by running counter to 
all the cherished traditions of their party. Had they bided their 
time, adhered stedfastly to their opinions, and been content 
to remain in opposition until they could hold office on terms 
consistent with their political creed, it had been better for 
themselves and for the state. It would have been better for 
the state, because the consistency and the credit of a great 
party would have been preserved; it would have been better 
for themselves, because, had they done so, they would now, 
probably, be enjoying, or, at least, would have a fair pros- 
pect of soon enjoying, a tenure of office far longer than the few 
months of felicity which a tortuous policy has twice bestowed 
upon them. The country would gladly have given them a 
chance, were it for no better reason than that they are not 
Whigs. Sameness is afflicting in the political world as well as 
elsewhere, and people welcome any change simply because it is 
a change—like the man who declared himself bored by the 
annual recurrence of green in spring-time, and wished that red 
could be substituted by way of variety. All this fair prospect 
they have thrown away. They have chosen rather to remain 
a party which boasts to have had its origin in Protection ; 
which submits to Mr Disraeli as its leader; which announces 
truckling to Radicals as its home policy; and as its foreign 
policy, fawning on the Pope, and servility to France or 
Austria, according as one or the other of these powers shows 
itself especially despotic and overbearing. In the prospect 
of the coming session, we cannot do better than repeat, for 
the edification of Her Majesty’s Opposition, the impressive ad- 
monition of ‘the obscure author. ‘But if the past has no 
warning and no meaning for them, and fidelity to a leader who 
has keen tried and has been found wanting, is to be preferred to 
all other considerations, they will expiate their error in the irre- 
trievable loss of that national confidence without which no party 
can exist. Ifthe old strategy is to be renewed, and during five 
more years of opposition, momentary success is to be schemed 
for by all arts and at all hazards—if triumphs are to be pur- 
chased by the sacrifice of all that makes a triumph precious,— 
the certain punishment of a trust knowingly and wilfully mis- 
placed, will not delay to overtake them.’ 

Rumours are not wanting to the effect that ‘ the old strategy’ 
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will be renewed next session. The last number of the Quarterly 
has forgotten the frankness and honesty of ‘ the obscure author,’ 
and sounds a war-note against the ministry. But the note has 
a feeble and uncertain sound. It assails the ministry with much 
bitterness, but in terms so very vague as to be quite harmless. 
We are not told precisely what field of battle .s to be occupied ; 
and so far as we can divine this from the tone of the article, we 
must say that Tory generalship is not improved. The only charge 
brought against the home policy of ministers is, that under their 
rule the streets of London have become unsafe. This is reaily 
grotesque. The metropolis lately made itself ridiculous by get- 
ting into a state of intense alarm, because of some two or three 
assaults and robberies which had been committed in the suburbs ; 
but we thought that folly had blown over. Certainly no man could 
have imagined that it was to be gravely brought forward as a 
serious count in an indictment against the Ministry. With re- 
gard to questions of foreign policy, the Quarterly foreshadows an 
attack on ministers for their Italian policy. This is carrying 
out the Cobden-Bright alliance. For the ground of objection 
taken by the Quarterly is, that Lord Palmerston should have 
indicated no opinion on Italian matters at all; that by express- 
ing an opinion he has only irritated the French Emperor and 
the Pope; that he should not have presumed to state any views 
adverse to the French or the Papal policy; that, in short, the 
hearty sympathy of England has done more harm than good to 
the Italian cause. This is entirely in accordance with Mr 
Disraeli’s speech on the 8th of May last, in which he sneered so 
contemptuously at ‘the moral influence’ of England. These 
ideas may be correct, only we should fancy that the Italian people 
and Italian statesmen know their own affairs best; and the Ita- 
lian people and Italian statesmen alike entertain opinions directly 
at variance with those of the Review and the Tory leader. Count 
Cavour has left his sentiments on record. So far from under- 
valuing the sympathy of England, Italy estimates it almost too 
highly ; so far from ascribing to us any share of the evils which 
she endures, she attributes to us almost too great a share in the 
good which she has gained. So long as this is so, the Quarterly 
and Mr Disraeli may spin their paradoxes in vain. The other 
question of foreign policy on which, according to the Quarterly, 
the Government have to fear defeat, is the proposed cession of 
the Ionian Islands. We have little doubt that this negotiation 
will form the subject of a discussion early next session ; and we 
have as little doubt that the conduct of ministers, if seriously 
attacked, will be warmly approved. On this point, at least, Mr 
Disraeli will be deserted by his new allies. Even personal dis- 
like of Lord Palmerston will hardly make Mr Cobden and Mr 
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Bright go the length of condemning the cession of islands which 
were never contented under our rule; which were to us a fertile 
source of vexation and annoyance, the possession of which was a 
constant ground of reproach against us on the part of foreign 
nations, and which, above all, are to us totally useless. If the 
garotting of a few Londoners is the only fault which can be 
charged against the administration of the Government at home, 
and sympathy with Italy, and the proposed cession of the Ionian 
Islands, are the only points on which their foreign policy can be 
assailed, we may safely predict that the session of ’63 will not be 
marked by a change of ministry. 

For the present, then, we think the Government safe ; but we 
cannot say that the position of the Liberal party is satisfactory. 
It has recovered the shock which was given to all parties in 46 
better than the opposite side. It has adhered to its traditions— 
has never been flagrantly false to its creed. But it wants organ- 
ization and discipline; and though it has never done anything 
inconsistent with its principles, yet it has not of late years shown 
any very ardent desire to carry these principles into action. It 
is supposed to owe its present position entirely to the Premier ; 
and the idea is often expressed that when Lord Palmerston 
shall cease to lead his party, the power of that party will, for a 
season at least, pass away. Many of the more moderate Tories 
are content that Lord Palmerston should reign out his day,— 
maintaining that they are his rightful, and will be his actual 
successors. We do not think that this will be so; we are sure 
that it ought not to be so. The Liberal party cannot be depen- 
dent for good fortune, much less for existence, on the popularity of 
one man. Its duty is to maintain principles and to aim at ob- 
jects which would give life to any confederacy. These principles 
it may not always put forward; after these objects it may occa- 
sionally cease to strive, but it will not forget them utterly. The 
distinction between the two parties in the State may seem at 
times to fade, but it can never altogether vanish away. For it 
is not confined to politics; it is rooted in human nature. Both 
parties fairly and honestly advocating their views are useful, and 
are worthy of respect. Yet we cannot but believe that the 
Liberals have chosen the better part. Mere contentment with 
what is we do not consider the highest feeling which can rule 
either in the individual or in the body politic. Far loftier is the 
_ which, without yielding to discontent, yet aims at some- 
thing better. The Conservative would keep all things as they 
are; satisfied with security and order, he would willingly en- 
counter no change however beneficial, from an idle dread of the 
results to which change may lead. Quieta non movere is his 
motto. The Liberal, on the other hand, while he acknowledges 
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that the blessings of security and order are indeed priceless, yet 
thinks that these blessings are not imperilled by a policy which 
welcomes any measure calculated to better the condition and to 
increase the self-respect of the bulk of the community. He does 
not love change for its own sake ; but at the same time he does not 
shrink from change when he sees good reason to hope that 
change will tend to the happiness and prosperity of his country- 
men. ‘Thus while his theory is that only the intelligent classes 
should share in the Government of the country, he yet looks 
forward to the time when the spread of intelligence will justify 
the extension of political power more and more. According as 
he is sanguine, or the reverse, he will anticipate that this exten- 
sion will be greater or less; but differences on this point arise 
only from temperament ; the principle is the same in all. As it 
is with the question of the suffrage, so it is with other questions. 
He has no desire to ‘tinker, as it is called, the constitution, 
but he sees the advance of the country in prosperity and in in- 
telligence, and he knows that that advance will necessitate 
changes,—which necessity he regards as a healthy sign of the 
body politic. Perhaps the leaders of the Liberal party have, of 
late, too much neglected these things. Engrossed by the menac- 
ing aspect of affairs abroad, they have not devoted much atten- 
tion to opportunities of amending things at home. Yet this is 
not unnatural. The aspect of foreign affairs has been, and is 
menacing in the highest degree. We differ too widely from 
France on all continental questions, to regard her warlike pre- 
parations without anxiety ; the war in America is not only the 
cause to us of immediate suffering, but keeps ever alive in our 
minds the idea of danger. Such and such like considerations 
should mitigate the impatience of those who are called the ‘ In- 
dependent Liberals” ‘These men should remember that nothing 
can be done in politics without compromise. By exercising a 
little patience, they will see their favourite measures carried out 
by those whose becoming task it is to do so,—a result surely more 
satisfactory to them, certainly more honourable to all classes of 
statesmen, than if they were to succeed in wresting these measures 
from the complaisance or the ambition of their opponents. They 
should bear in mind the last words addressed by Sir Robert Peel 
as Premier to the House, in which he spoke, evidently with feel- 
ings of deep regret for what had been forced on himself, of ‘ the 
existence of a great party, the maintenance of a great party, and 
fidelity to that party, as powerful instruments of good govern- 
ment.’ If these gentlemen will thus do what we venture to style 
their duty, there is no fear but that the leaders of the party will 
in good time do theirs. We shall then see the gratifying spec- 
tacle of a Liberal Government energetically carrying out the old 
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Liberal policy of Peace, Retrenchment and Reform,—Peace, at 
any sacrifice save the sacrifice of our national honour; Retrench- 
ment, at any risk save the risk of our national safety ; Reform, 
not to be undertaken rashly, not even to be regarded as a neces- 
sity; but to be kept steadily in view as a consummation to be 
wished for, both as elevating those to whom the franchise may 
be extended, and as laying broader and deeper the foundations 
of the Constitution. Long we hope may Lord Palmerston 
continue to lead his party in this career. But should he un- 
happily cease to do so, we cannot anticipate that that career will 
cease. A party is not destitute which can number among its 
chiefs such men as Lord Russell, Lord Grenville, Sir G. Lewis, 


and Mr Gladstone. 





